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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
First slash story |\ve written in a while, | hope everyone likes it! | came up with this idea a few months ago 


and I\'m in love with it. Please R¢R and let me know what you think! 


Alice sat on the wooden deck behind his house, waiting for his mom to get home. It had been a long day. He 
was late for school again, forgot his homework (what little of it he had completed the day before) and knew 
his mom would be mad at him for not having his chores finished before she got home. He sighed, feeling the 
rain water that had settled on the rotten wood of the deck seeping through his tattered jeans. He stood up 
only because he knew his jeans might be wet the next day if he remained sitting. He left his backpack in the 
broken plastic chair he had been sitting next to and walked down the steps into the yard. 


He stood in front of the deck, thinking about how there was originally a pool there. He remembered how much 
fun he and his friends used to have every summer, splashing and playing for hours. The echo of the laughter 
he heard on that gloomy afternoon was only in his mind, and it haunted him. All of his friends went home 


years ago..and never returned. 


He wondered where they were now. Alice saw them at school once in a while, but they passed by like they 
didn't know him. He watched them sometimes as they talked with their new friends. He didn't want them to see 
that he was watching, so he stared at them through his ragged, black hair. Since he started high school a few 
years back (he was a senior now, half-way through the school year,) he'd taken up writing. His hobby started 
easily enough; he'd been walking home from school and found more change on the sidewalk than usual. He was 
turning the corner that housed a small general store when a strange tune popped into his mind. Alice walked in 
with the intentions of using the change he had found to buy a candy bar when he suddenly had an idea: he 
wanted to write the words to the tune on paper. On the way to the candy aisle, he saw a table filled with 
clearance school supplies. Amidst half-empty packs of markers and crayons was a stack of composition 
notebooks, one of which had a plain, white cover. Alice picked it up, examined it and opened the front cover. The 
emptiness of the blank pages was somehow very inviting to him, and he suddenly felt the urge to fill them. He 
wasn't sure what to write about, but felt that the moment he got home and shut the door to his room he 
would have no trouble thinking of something. 


He paid at the counter, the cashier giving him an odd look just as she always did whenever he bought 
something, and walked home. Alice opened the notebook again, knowing he would find no words but intrigued by 
the object. In school he always wrote on loose paper, never in an actual notebook. He listened to the sound of 
the pages as he flipped through them. Inside the front cover was perhaps his favorite thing: a little box that 
said, "This notebook belongs to ____---__-.. " Something about the notebook belonging to him alone, with 
covers to protect what he wrote, excited the young man His pace quickened as he walked the rest of the way 


home. 


That day, he remembered, he'd had his keys to get into the house. Today was different. His keys were 
probably lying on the floor in his room, maybe the kitchen table, but the one place they definitely weren't was 
his pocket. He needed a clip for them, to keep them connected to one of the belt loops of his jeans, perhaps. 
Maybe he could pin them to the inside of his backpack. It didn't really matter. Today he would be in a lot of 
trouble. His mom worked in a restaurant where she bused tables and washed dishes full-time, and the only 
chore she required Alice to have done when she got was home having the dishes wash and put away. Alice 
could already feel the side of his face stinging, where he knew his mother would smack him when she saw him 


locked out of the house at the end of her shift. 


Alice walked around the yard, looking at empty trees and the soggy ground. He felt dead leaves under his feet, 
and they made a quiet squishing sound. He looked around at the other homes in his neighborhood. His neighbor's 
yards were littered with broken furniture and old lawn equipment, they all had neatly trimmed yards and most 
had nice swing sets and toys for children to play with. Alice gazed over at the swing set he had as a kid. A 
tree had fallen on it a long time ago. The tree was eventually cut up and hauled away, but the bent, twisted 
equipment remained. He thought about how he felt inside. Bent, twisted and forgotten. Beyond repair. Something 


people wished wasn't there; an eyesore. 


The thought made him want to write in his journal, something else Alice had left at home that day. Seeing as 
writing was his escape, he began thinking of other ways to get in the house. The front and back doors were 
both dead-bolted, so that was out. The kitchen window was too high. His mom's bedroom window was locked, 
but the window to his bedroom was not. He must have closed the window in his sleep during the night and 


forgotten to lock it. He pushed it open and climbed inside, tumbling into a pile of dirty clothes. He immediately 
ran to the kitchen and turned on the sink, filling it with water. When the sink was full, Alice realized he'd 
forgotten to add soap and rapidly pulled the stopper out of the drain. Water drained, he replaced the stopper 
and squirted in some liquid soap. He watched steam rise from the hot water and pushed up the sleeves of his 
black hoodie. He washed the dishes as quickly as he could, knowing he still wouldn't be able to finish them by 
the time his mother got home. 


Just as Alice finished wiping the last dish, he heard the front door open and slam shut. "ALICE!" 

He cringed, hearing his name screeched so loudly. He thought she might have needed help with something and 
dried his hands. He walked into the living room and saw his mom standing in front of the door, her arms 
crossed. 


"Yes, mom?" he asked timidly. 


"Are the dishes finished?" she demanded. There was a look in her eye that told Alice she somehow knew he 


hadn't. He ran his hand through his hair and sighed. 

"Not yet, l." 

"You what?" 

"L" he started, hesitating because he knew what was about to happen. "I locked myself out and." 
"Then how did you get inside? Did you break a window?" 

"No, my window was unlocked" 


His mother let out an angry, frustrated breath. "It would have been nice if you'd remembered earlier. Then 


maybe the rest of your chores would be done." 
"Sorry, mom. | won't." 


She strode across the room and smacked Alice hard across his face, immediately leaving a red mark. His head 
was spinning for a moment as his mother walked past and him into her bedroom where she closed the door. 
With any luck, she would stay there the rest of the night. Alice rubbed his face as he walked back to the 
kitchen. He pushed up his sleeves again and began drying the dishes. He put them away carefully, knowing that 
nothing upset his mother more than broken dishes. Alice heard thunder rolling outside. More rain. He loved 
rainy nights. There was nothing better, in his mind, than listening to records quietly against the sound of 
thunder. It was the best way to get some writing done. 


He walked to his room, glad that it was Wednesday. Only two more days until the weekend, he thought. 


Weekends were special to Alice; he normally had the house to himself. His mother would work and then spend 


her nights in bars, usually not coming home until Sunday night or Monday morning. Alice always stayed in. He 
didn't have any friends, so he would fill page after page in his journal with his thoughts and memories. He slept 
a lot. It wasn't that Alice disliked sunlight, he just loved nighttime. Even when he was a boy, Alice loved the 
darkness. Perhaps that was why his hair turned black, he thought comically. Regardless, weekends meant 
staying up all night and sleeping during the day, not to mention listening to music as loud as he liked. 


Alice got to his room and nearly had the door closed when he realized something was missing: his backpack He 
panicked for a few seconds before realizing he'd left it on the deck. He walked back through the house, 
unlocking the back door and reaching out his hand to grab the bag. It was wet from the newly fallen rain. Just 
before pulling it into the house, he noticed something. There was a young man, about his age, standing in the 


yard next door. Alice watched him for a few minutes. He was staring at Alice's broken swing set. 


He continued to watch him as he walked around the back yard. He reminded Alice of himself: dressed in jeans 
and an old hoodie, black boots, dark hair. He wondered why the young man was just standing and staring, until 
suddenly his gaze shifted and he was looking right at Alice. Both of them froze - the must have sensed a 
kindred spirit based on appearance. They stared for at least a minute before a voice called from the house 
next door, "Steven!" 


The man flinched, looked toward the house and then back at Alice, then walked into the house. Alice stood in 
the doorway a minute longer almost like he couldn't move. It was unusual for someone to stare at him without 
looking disgusted. Something about Steven's appearance had bordered on friendly. Alice locked the back door and 
strode to the front of the house and peeked out from between the curtains. There was a moving van in the 
driveway. Men were carrying boxes into the house. No one had lived next door in five years. ‘| wonder if he'll 


be going to my school, Alice thought. 


He turned away from the windows. He carried his backpack through the house and into his room where he 
closed and locked the door. As the bolt slid shut, Alice felt better right away. He was surrounded by the things 
that made him feel better. He had a small, two-shelf bookcase that doubled as a nightstand. On top was his 
alarm clock; on the shelves were the notebooks he'd filled with his thoughts over the last few years. His bed 
was the same one he had slept on since he was a kid, twin-sized and with a warped mattress. The frame was 
small, but if he folded his legs he fit just fine. The bed had three pillows and three thick blankets. Taped all 
over his faded blue walls were pictures of his favorite bands. Alice loved rock and metal music; they fed his 
soul like nothing else could The louder the music, the faster his stress burned away. Most days he had to 
keep it barely audible so his mother didn't hear it, yet another reason why his weekends were enjoyable. 


Alice opened his notebook to write for a while before beginning his homework. He flipped through the pages 
until he found where he had left off the day before. As always, he wrote the date and time first. He wrote 
about the things that happened in school that day, being locked out for a while, his mother's abuse and lastly, 


his new neighbor. Steven, Alice wrote. | like that name. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Alice meets his new neighbor in person Special thanks to twitch for the suggestion of Steven\'s last name, 
even though it does not appear in this chapter p 


Alice made himself a few pieces of toast the next morning for breakfast and decided to eat the last one as he 
walked to school. He downed the last of his glass of milk and set in the sink. He made sure that he had his keys 
in his pocket so he could wash the glass later before his mom got home. He stepped out the front door and 
locked it. It was a cold morning, and Alice was glad he was wearing his wool trench coat. It was dark grey, 
almost black; it had belonged to his father. He hadn't seen or heard from his father in years and didn't really 
expect to. It was something he had accepted long ago but still wrote about frequently in his notebook. 


As he walked, the usual cars passed him. Most of his friends got rides to school from their parents or rode 
the bus, but Alice had neither luxury. His mother's car had been broken down for two months and he lived too 
close to the school for the bus to pick him up. When he had been younger, his friend's parents gave him rides 
to school everyday. One by one, as they stopped talking to him, the rides stopped too. Alice enjoyed walking, 
just not in the winter. His boots thumped along the sidewalk as he went, the only sound he heard other that 


wind and passing cars. 


As he turned the corner that housed the general store, a car passed Alice that he did not recognize. The car 
had come from his street and the person in the passenger's side looked at him as they passed. It was Steven, 
his new neighbor. Alice watched the car going down the long street and turn into the school parking lot. Alice's 
pace quickened. He hoped to observe more about him, to see if perhaps the feeling he had about being kindred 


spirits was accurate. 


Alice got to school on time but did not see Steven anywhere. He went to algebra, his first class. He turned in 
his homework and spent the rest of the class fighting sleep. Staying up late to listen to The Yardbirds had 
been a bad idea, even though it melded perfectly with the thunderstorm. He walked to second period, 
chemistry. He thought it would be a fun class when he found out about taking it, but it was mostly math and 
conversions from one unusable measurement to another. He drew pictures on the paper rather than taking 
notes, his paper covered by more illustrations than learning by the end of the class. Third period was gym, 
which Alice used to walk slowly around the track behind the school rather than play basketball with the other 


students. It counted as exercise, so he still got a passing grade. 


Lunchtime. Alice had never set foot in the lunchroom, preferring instead to bring his lunch for home and eat 
outside in the courtyard. He'd made a sandwich and brought a Coke to drink. It was always warm by lunch, but 
Alice didn't care. Warm Coca-Cola beat water out of the fountain any day. He sat down on the cold concrete 


bench and sat his backpack on the table in front of him. During the winter most of the kids ate inside, but 


Alice took comfort in how quiet it was outside. He was used to the cold, and his long coat protected him from 


the wind. Alice finished eating and decided to use the rest of his time writing. It was one of the rare days that 
Alice decided to bring his notebook rather than leave it at home. The color of the notebook was blue and 
covered in drawings and the names of his favorite bands. He dated and timed the entry, then began writing 
about his morning. He wrote until a shadow crept across the page. Alice looked up and saw a familiar face. His 


neighbor was standing beside the table, looking at him curiously. 

The young man shifted uncomfortable in his jacket, which Alice saw was made of leather and had years of 
wear and tear. His jeans were nicer than Alice's, almost new. He wondered if Steven's parents bought them to 
make him appear less ragged on the first day of school. His jacket was open to reveal an old band shirt. Alice 
wondered if he was cold. 

"Hi," he said at last. 

"Hey," Alice responded. 

‘lm Steven, | think | live next door to you," he said, unsure of what else to say. 

"Yeah, | saw you yesterday. I'm Alice," he told him. 


"Can | sit here?" Steven asked. 


Alice had never been asked that before, and sensing nothing malicious about his new acquaintance, allowed him. 
He stared across the table, finding all of the similarities between them. Both had dark hair but Steven's was 
more brown than black, shorter. The hair on top was longer than the hair on the bottom, which went down to 
Steven's lips. Alice usually let his wavy hair hang in his face, but Steven's seemed to be naturally held back. 
Even when he leaned forward his face was visible. Steven had a more average build than Alice, who was very 
skinny and had a pitifully thin face. Both of them had blue eyes, but Alice's were lighter in color. Steven put 


his backpack on the table and Alice saw a familiar band name written on it. 

"You listen to The Yardbirds?" he asked. 

"Yeah, one of my favorite bands. You?" Steven said, returning the question 

"Yeah. | like rock and metal music." 

"Me too," Steven said, the tone in his voice lightening. Alice wondered if anyone else had talked to him in school 
yet or just ignored him. He understood that feeling quite well and was used to it, but Steven might not be. 
Based on how much he looked like Alice though, he thought, he might be used to being ignored. 


"What other bands do you like?" Steven asked a few seconds before the bell rang. 


"Time to get to class, we can talk about it later," Alice said. "Where is your next class?" 


Steven pulled a paper from his pocket and showed it to Alice. "This is right next to my 4th period class, | can 
walk there with you if you like," he offered and Steven agreed. They walked inside and up the steps to their 
classrooms. They were across the hall from one another. Alice gave the paper another glance and said, "We 


have psychology together, bth period” 


Steven took the paper back and looked at it, folded it and put it away. "See you then," he added and walked into 


the adjacent classroom. 


By the time bth period rolled around, Alice was really tired but also excited He was glad to have made the 
closest thing to a friend that he'd had in years and looked forward to talking to him again. Alice was the first 
student to get to the room and sat in his normal seat next to the window. No one ever sat close to him. That 


is, until that day. Steven walked in after him and sat in the desk his Alice's right. 


As the other students walked in, they looked at the new kid and whispered to one another. Some of the 
whispers weren't terribly quiet and some where downright rude. Both boys paid the comments no mind. Instead, 


Steven leaned over to ask Alice a question. 
"Is this class hard?" 


"Not really," Alice told him in a hushed tone. "It's the only class | actually like." 
After class was over and the final bell rang, the two walked to the front of the school together. They dodged 
kids who were running to catch the bus and did their best to ignore all the noise. Alice smiled, but only 


because tomorrow was Friday. The car Steven had ridden in to school was parked on the side of the building 


and he started to walk toward it. 
"| guess I'll see you tomorrow," he said as he walked away. 


"See ya," Alice said. He turned his boots toward the sidewalk and began the trek home. He touched his pocket 
and was glad his keys were still there. Another storm was brewing and Alice hoped he would be able to make 


it home before the rain started. It seemed to him that it had rained everyday for a month. 


As much as Allice liked rain, he wished that, just for one day, it would be sunny again. Just as the thought 
registered in his mind, the clouds parted and a tiny ray of sun against a blue sky was visible for a moment 


and then was gone again. He quickened his pace as he walked home, knowing exactly what to write about when 


he got there. 


Chapter Three 


The dishes were washed and Alice was locked in his room long before he heard his mother come home and go 
to her room. The door closing was like a lullaby; he knew she would not be coming back out. Typically, a 
slammed door without even stopping at his room meant she would be staying there. He wrote in his journal 
about the ray of sunshine he'd seen that afternoon and how Steven introduced himself and sat with him at 
lunch. He wondered what his new friend was doing. The car was not in the driveway next door when Alice got 
home, so he must have went out somewhere with his parents (or whomever picked him up.) Regardless, Alice 
found his mind wandering. He took off his boots and laid in bed, pondering if he should ask Steven to hang out 


sometime. 


He could always invite him over when his mom was gone, on the weekend. The house was always a mess, 
hopefully Steven wouldn't say anything about it. It was kind of dark, only three light bulbs house were working 
and all of the money his mother made went into bills. Alice's room was bright enough during the day, but at 
night he typically lit candles if he needed to see. Alice collected a lot of candles over the years, they were 
always on sale or clearance at the corner store. Other than notebooks, it was the only other thing he collected. 
Well, that wasn't entirely true - he also liked to collect pictures of his favorite bands. By the time he 


graduated, he hoped to have all of his walls covered. The wall around his window was completely filled. 


Alice looked around his room at all the dirty clothes and decided he needed to do laundry. The clothing made his 
floor a sea of black He walked around the room, picking up the clothes and putting them into his laundry bag. 
He knocked on his mother's door and told her he was leaving - and got no answer. He left and locked the door, 
heading down the street in the opposite direction from the school. 


The Laundromat was next to the grocery store, another place Alice visited once a week. There was no need to 
go there today, however; Alice's mom had brought home some leftovers from the diner where she worked and 
he could heat them up later. His clothes fit into one washing machine on a medium setting, so it wouldn't take 
long for them to get finished. The building was fairly empty that day, something Alice was grateful for. Quiet 


meant he would be able to get some writing done. 


He put his clothes into a machine in the corner and inserted a few coins. He sat at a nearby table and got the 
pen from his pocket. He started writing. He was a few sentences into his description of the light and the clouds 
when his pen stopped working. A wave of disappointment hit him. He swirled the pen around at the top of the 
page, but he was out of luck; no ink. He let the fist tucked beneath his chin fall to the table, making a muffled 
banging noise. He sighed in defeat, closed his notebook and walked over to the counter where a lone employee 
was watching a small black and white TV. He told her he was going to walk next door and buy a pack of pens 
and would be back in a few minutes. She smiled, agreeing to keep an eye on his clothes. A tiny section of the 
grocery store sold non-edible items. He walked over to it quickly and grabbed a five-pack of the cheapest 


brand of pens then turned to the counter when he heard a familiar voice. 


"Alice?" 


He turned to see Steven standing in the aisle. "Hey." 

"What are you doing here?" he asked, walking toward him. 

"Ran out of ink," Alice said, holding up the pens. "I was next door doing my laundry." 

"You must really like to write," Steven said, stopping in front of Alice. 

"Are you here with your family?" 

"Yeah, just needed to get a few things. The movers lost our bathroom stuff," he said with an unimpressed 
smile. He followed Alice, who slowed his pace as he walked to the counter. "Is there anything fun to do in this 
town? | haven't seen anything so far that looks remotely interesting.” 


"Not really," Alice replied, nearly laughing at Steven's truthful statement. "Unless you can sneak into a bar." 


"Never had any luck with that," he said laughed, then shifted his gaze down to his feet. "So..do you want to get 


together and hang out after school tomorrow?" 

Alice's heart began to beat faster. He was well on his way to making a new friend. "Sure." 
"Cool, see you tomorrow," Steven said, looking equally happy. "Take it easy, Alice." 

"You too." 


Steven disappeared behind a corner and Alice continued to the counter. He paid for the pens and returned to 
the empty Laundromat. He opened his notebook again and wrote about what had just happened. ‘| can't believe 
it, someone actually wants to hang out with me! he wrote. ‘Best part is that he can come over and listen to 
records tomorrow after my mom leaves. He likes The Yardbirds, too Alice wrote about Steven's appearance 
and style of dress, quickly realizing it was not so different from his own. He continued, ‘Its almost like | have a 
twin, at least from a mental standpoint. | haven't had a chance to talk with him much, but there is absolutely 
a connection there, | can feel it. | wish | could talk to him about it, but | don't want him to think l'm weird... 


though something tells me he's just as weird as | am: 


After writing those words, Alice put his notebook away and began his homework. He robotically did his math 


homework, grateful that his mind could comprehend the work as well as think about the weekend ahead. 


Alice stepped outside the house and was locking the door when he heard his name. 


"Hey, Alice!" 


He turned around and saw Steven standing in the driveway next door. "Would you like a ride to school?" 

Still a bit tired from listening to records until Zam, Alice rubbed his face and considered the words. Not having 
to walk to school might be nice. Without a word, he walked across the yard and got into the backseat with his 
new friend. There was a woman in the car that did not look like Steven in the least, and Alice wondered if he 
was perhaps adopted. 


"Aunt Cass, this is Alice. He lives next door," Steven announced. 


"Good morning," the woman said with a yawn. She turned on the radio and listened to the traffic report as she 


backed out of the driveway. 


Steven leaned in close to Alice and told him, "My parents are getting a divorce and fighting a lot, so she said | 


can live with her until things settle down" 

Alice nodded, almost enjoying the toothpaste and shower smell Steven was emitting. Though dressed a bit 
raggedly, he seemed to care more about his appearance than Alice did. He'd never had anyone to impress. Was 
Steven trying to impress someone? He'd only lived there a short period of time and been to school one day. 
"So can you still hang out after school?" he asked. 

"Yeah," Alice said. 

"What did you want to do?" 

"We can hang out at my place if you want, my mom will be at work" 

"Is there nothing else to do around here on a Friday night?" Steven asked, more curious than anything else. 
Alice shrugged. "Going for a walk is never a bad idea" 

"| guess. It would help to know where things are around town" 

Before he knew it, they had reached the school. Steven's aunt yawned again and waved as they exited the car. 
She pulled out of the lot the moment the door closed. Alice looked at his friend with a bit of confusion. "She's 
pretty cool normally, she just hasn't had coffee yet." 

"| see." 

They stood in front of the building for a few seconds before exchanging a "see ya later" and going their 
separate ways. They met at lunch again, and they weren't the only two people outside. It was sunny and much 


warmer than the day before. Alice left his coat on; he always felt cold. Steven walked up to him and removed 


his leather jacket, revealing the hoodie Alice had seen him wearing the first time he saw him. He pushed up 


the sleeves and took his lunch out of his backpack. He ripped open the brown paper bag after setting in on the 
table. 


"Hey," he said. "How's it going?" 

"IFs going okay. Can't say it will be later on, though," Alice said, a bit bothered about something. 

"Why?" 

He sighed before answering, "I think | might be failing a class." 

"Which one?" 

"History." 

"Why?" 

"Its boring." 

"How?" 

Alice shrugged again. "Just doesn't hold my attention. It's already happened and can't be changed, so why do we 
have to dwell on it?" 

Steven pondered the question a moment while unwrapping his sandwich. "| guess we study it to learn from it. 
Doesn't mean it's always going to interest you, but we have to learn from the mistakes of others, especially 
famous people." 

"It would be nice to be famous," Alice mused. "It would be even better to be infamous." 

Steven smirked while chewing and ran a head through his hair to move it out of his face. "Now you're talking.” 


"Do you think it feels good to be a famous bad guy?" 


"Absolutely," Steven said, his smirk growing. He popped open his drink and took a sip before adding, "I know from 
experience how bad it sucks to be ignored, but there is a part of me that secretly loves it” 


Alice felt a wave of intrigue hit him. "In what way?" 
"Is hard to explain. There is just something about being an outcast..it feels like you have..power over people.” 
Something that felt like a bolt of lightening shot through Alice's brain at that very moment. Steven was right. 


How strange it seemed that he'd cowered in fear for so long when, more than likely, the kids who said things 


to him would likely never act on their threats. He'd come to terms with the fact years ago that he didn't need 


friends to get through life, but he was starting to understand why having a friend was special. Steven didn't 
talk anymore after that. He bit into an apple and looked around at the other students, completely oblivious to 
the clarity he'd just spoken. Alice didn't say anything for a while either, finishing his lunch and also looking 
around at everyone. His eyes stopped on a girl he had been friends with during his childhood. He watched her 
for a moment. She was eating at a table with another group of girls. Alice remembered that she lived the next 
street over from him and she used to come over nearly every day. He saw her in a purple bathing suit most 
days that summer. They would swim together for hours, play hide and seek with other neighborhood kids and 
play tag until it was dark outside. A gentle smile blew across Alice's face until she looked up at him. Her eyes 
met his with a look of recognition followed by disgust, followed further by whispers to the other girls. 


Immediately, Alice looked away. Steven noticed the motion, looked at the girl then back at him. "Who is that?" 


Hoping his neighbor hadn't noticed his actions, he begrudgingly answered, "| don't remember anymore. We used 


to be friends." 

"Why were you looking at her?" 

"| was just thinking about how we used to play together when we were kids. We were together all the time." 
"Why doesn't she talk to you anymore?" 

Alice gritted his teeth for a second, hoping the bell would ring and he could escape his question. He took a deep 
breath and said, "Our freshman year, | asked her to go to a dance with me. | asked her while she was with a 
group of friends and she got really embarrassed and ran off, and she hasn't talked to me since." 


"And you were her friend prior to that?" 


"As kids, we were together constantly. In middle school, every once in a while. In high school, she only talked to 
me when no one else was around And now..nothing." 


Steven nodded, a look of ill-masked disgust on his face. Alice thought he sounded like a counselor when he 


asked, "Why do you think she acted like that?" 


Alice took another deep breath. "Over the summer between middle and high school, she turned into this 
beautiful girl who looked and dressed so pretty, and | turned into," he pointed to himself, "this." 


"And what's wrong with ‘this?" Steven said, extending his hand to his friend's body. Alice said nothing. "Exactly." 


Steven drank the rest of his Coke, still unaware of how his words were affecting Alice. The bell finally rang. As 
they walked to fourth period together, Alice's heart raced. He couldn't wait until school was over. 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Alice and Steven go for a walk and enjoy some alone time. 


Alice and Steven sat side by side in Psychology again as the teacher called roll. Alice tried not to think of the 


time he was bullied by several of the students when their names were called. 

"Bruce." 

"Here. 

"Buxton" 

"Hore" 

"Cooper 

"Here," Alice said. 

"Dunaway." 

"Hore" 

"Furnier" 

"Here," Steven said. 

‘Steven Furnier, Alice thought. ‘Has a nice ring to it: 

The teacher called the rest of the students’ names, ending with "Smith." He turned on the projector and began 
talking about the phenomena of feral children Steven diligently took notes, looking interested in the subject. He 
leaned his face on his hand, thoroughly immersed. Rather than taking notes, Alice took out his journal and 
began writing. 

Steven Furnier 

He didn't know what else to say about him. 


He felt that he was forming a strong 
connection with the other, but didn't understand quite what the feelings meant. 


Steven Furnier 
Steven Furnier 
Steven Furnier 


Each time he wrote the name it felt good. It felt right. He heard someone shifting in the desk behind him but 


paid it no mind. His imagination wandered to all the things he and Steven were going to do after school. 


Class ended after the last bell rang. The guys stood in front of the school and waited for Steven's aunt to 
show up. She still wasn't there after twenty minutes, and soon they were the only two guys left in front of 
the building..or so they thought. Someone was leaning in the doorway, watching them talk. He slowly approached 
the pair, clasping a heavy hand onto Alice's shoulder, startling him. 


"Hey fag," the guy said. 


Alice said nothing, only turned and poorly pretended to ignore him. Steven kept his eyes on the tall bully, his 


gaze unwavering. 
"My girlfriend told me you were looking at her during lunch today." 
Alice kept quiet. 


"| don't mind if you look, honestly. It's not like she'll ever be with you. It's just that it makes her uncomfortable. 
I've tried telling her that you're a queer and she shouldn't worry about it, but she kept asking me to tell you 
not to look at her. Can you do that for me?" 


Alice shifted his gaze to Steven, whose eyes had narrowed dangerously and his fists were clinched. He spoke 


two words as gravely as he could: "Go away." 
The guy looked at Steven, eyes widening. "Was | talking to you?" 


"You are now," Steven said. "Leave him alone, he wasn't staring at your girlfriend, certainly not in a way that 


would make you jealous. | was looking at her though, and | think her tits are fake." 


Alice froze. He was completely uncomfortable. His heart raced and his stomach felt sick. He wasn't sure what 
was harder to believe: Steven standing up to the bully that made his life miserable or his crass comment 

about his former friend's breasts. Regardless, Alice wanted to make a break for it and run home. At least 

then he could stay inside and be safe until Monday, he knew that for sure. Just as Alice felt he was going to 
heave the contents of his lunch on the sidewalk, a strange thing happened; Steven's aunt pulled up in her car 
and he just continued to stand there as if he didn't see her. Alice knew at that moment that his counterpart 
was not planning to back down until the other did, something that happened a few seconds later. Perhaps the 


bully only needed more time to think of a good comeback or perhaps he would gather a few of his friends 
later and pummel them both, but he was glad they were safe for the moment. The boys got inside the car 
and Alice watched the bully in the mirror until he faded from sight. Steven acted as if the incident had never 
happened, sitting calmly and picking at his fingernail 

"Fighting again?" his aunt asked, slightly perturbed. 

"No ma'am," he answered casually. 

"You'd better not be. You remembered what happened last time,” she added, her tone grave. 

"I know. It won't happen again," he replied quickly. Alice could hear in his voice that he was not taking her 
threat seriously. Steven began picking at his fingernails again until they were back in the driveway of his new 


home. He grabbed his backpack and got out of the car. 


"| need to wash dishes before | can hang out, can you wait about half an hour before we hang out?" Alice 


asked. 
"Sure, | need to get a shower, anyway.” 


"Just come around to the back door, I'll be the only one home," he said and the two parted ways. 


It had only been twenty minutes when Steven knocked at the door. Alice yelled for him to come in, his hands 
still wet with dishwater. Steven walked in, dressed in different clothes, his long brown hair still wet. His leather 


jacket was folded across his arm. 
"What's up?" he asked. 
"Finishing the dishes," Alice responded. 


"Need help?" Steven questioned, laying his jacket across the kitchen table and reaching for a towel to wipe the 
dishes dry. 


After they finished, Alice looked at the clothing Steven had laid across the table. "I really like your jacket; looks 
like its been through a lot" 


"It has. I've had it since middle school. | begged my parents for it and | couldn't believe they actually bought it. 
It was about three sizes too big at the time," he smiled as he remembered, then his face slowly dropped to a 
frown. "That was the last good Christmas we had together." He picked the jacket up and ran his hands along 
one of the tears. "My aunt says it looks like trash." 


"Is not possible for a leather jacket to look like trash," Alice responded matter-of-factly. 

"So, what do you want to do?" 

Alice remembered that there was nothing to eat or drink at the house and became embarrassed. He had 
nothing to offer Steven if they stayed at the house, so he suggested they could walk to the store and return 
to the house later. He agreed and they left. The second the door slammed shut he realized he'd locked his keys 
in the house again. He sighed, but did his best to hide the upset look on his face. Alice quickly remembered 
that his window was not locked and immediately felt better. 

"We could walk to the store," he suggested, hoping that didn't sound too boring. 

"Okay," Steven agreed. 

The two walked leisurely down the sidewalk, taking time to check out their surroundings. Steven was far more 
curious, seeing as he was new in town, and took extra time to look at the neighborhood homes. Alice came 
close to pointing out that some of the people were staring at them, but figured that Steven either already 
saw them or didn't care. Alice hoped his next question was okay to ask and did so with great reluctance. 

"Did you use to get in trouble for fighting?" 

"Yeah," Steven answered, obviously not offended by the question. "I got kicked out of the last school | attended” 
"What were you fighting about?" 

Steven opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. Instead he looked around, seemingly everywhere but 
at Alice, a strange unreadable grin on his face. He started to talk a few times and only after three attempts 
did he manage to say, "I was defending someone.” 


"Was someone picking on them?" Alice asked, now filled with intrigue. 


"Yeah," Steven said, choosing his next words carefully. "They made fun of him for being different, the teachers 
wouldn't do anything about it, so | had to step in and put an end to it” 


Alice admired his bravery. Alice had been bullied a lot in his lifetime and never done much about it. His 
indifference to the poor treatment only seemed to make the bullies lose interest slowly over time but never 
made them go away completely. He wished he'd had a friend like Steven years ago, when things were at their 
worst. He suddenly remembered his friend's comment from earlier and smiled, happily changing the topic. 


"So you think Rick's girlfriend has fake tits?" 


Steven laughed and shook his head. "No, | just said that to bother him." 


"| think it worked," he responded, sharing in the laughter. 
"Did you ever see them?" 


Alice's head snapped around to face Steven, who still had a cool smirk on his face. He was shocked to be asked 


such a question, and he only hoped Steven did not question him on the topic further. 
"Nope, never did," he admitted truthfully, hoping Steven didn't see the blush rising in his face. 
"Never touched them, either? 

Alice laughed nervously. "No. Why?" 


"Just curious. | know you said you grew up with her, wasn't sure if anything else ever happened between you 


too. 


Alice nodded and Steven must have seen his crimson cheeks, making Alice blush further. Embarrassed as he 
was, he clarified, "I doubt they are fake, though. I'm not trying to take up for her, | just hate the fact that 
her stupid boyfriend got so upset at me for looking at her. | wonder why she told him in the first place. | 
wasn't doing anything wrong. Even if | was staring, shouldn't that be a complement?" 


The more Alice stumbled over his words, the more Steven grinned. The look was not demeaning at all, but he 
wasn't sure how to read the young man's expression. "| didn't even look, so | can't truthfully say if they're 


fake or not. | just wanted him to leave you alone.” 
"That was cool of you, | just don't know why you did it. l'm not used to anyone being so nice to me." 


Steven shook the hair from his face. "If you're looking for a deeper reason other than the fact that | like you, 
you won't find one. | don't want to get kicked out of another school; | want to graduate just like everyone else. 
But there is part of me that just wants to explode when | see people treating others poorly, and from time to 
time, | let it. | can't always hold it in, as much as I'd like to." 


Alice heard everything his friend said, but one part of it really stuck with him: Steven told him that he liked 
him. He went over and over in his head what that could mean. Alice peered over at him again, this time letting 
his gaze linger. He certainly liked Steven as well, more than he'd liked someone in years. What interested him at 
the moment was that the looks in Steven's eyes was more than just friendly. Heat swirled in his stomach when 
he thought about spending time with his new friend. It was something more, a way that no one else had ever 


looked at him..and he liked it. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
Alice makes a discovery about his new friend and isn\‘t necessarily displeased... 


The boys walked around the town with Alice pointing out important landmarks along the way. There was a small 
ice cream shop that Steven expressed interest in visiting, but he was discouraged by the other. "That's where 
all the jocks hang out. They won't leave us alone if we go in" 


There was a look of defiance in Steven's eye, but he dropped the issue without a fight. "Maybe another time." 


They looked in the windows and saw a group of them together, laughing loudly and seemingly irritating the 
other patrons. Steven looked at Alice and the two continued to walk. They circled the block and wound up back 
at Alice's house. As they walked through the backyard, he remembered the keys were locked inside and told 
Steven he needed to go in through the window. Alice hoisted himself up and tumbled onto the floor with a thud. 
He wished, for a split second, that he had the usual pile of dirty clothes to soften the blow, but he was also 
glad he had clean clothes for the weekend. He ran to the backdoor only to see that Steven was already under 
the awning that hung there. He let him in and they walked to Alice's room. He looked a bit surprised when Alice 
closed and locked the door. Seeing the look, Alice unlocked and opened it. "Sorry, force of habit" 


"That's fine, you can close it. | do the same thing," Steven said. "Didn't mean to look at you like that. It's still 
just kind of weird that we have so much in common. My aunt doesn't like me to lock my door, she's scared I'm 
going to sneak out" 

Alice nodded. "Have you?" 

Steven sighed, and Alice felt tension that he had once again brought up something uncomfortable. Steven 
distracted himself from the question by looked at the pictures that covered Alice's walls. "We like all of the 


same music, too." 


Willing to let the subject go, Alice said, "Yeah, I've been collecting for a few years. Only recently started 
hanging them up. Only problem will be taking them down when | move." 


"Planning to move after graduation?" 


"IF | can. I'm hoping to get a scholarship," Alice said as Steven's eyes scanned the pictures around the room in 


wonder. 


"For what?" 


"Art, maybe. I've always loved to draw. | like to write, too. Maybe | could win some kind of essay contest.” 


"That would be awesome," Steven agreed, shifting his gaze to the nightstand with the candles. "I should have 
known you liked candles, too. What are all those books?" 


He looked to where Steven was pointing. "Those are my journals. | write every day and have for years. It helps." 
"Helps what?" Steven asked, picking up one of the journals but not looking inside. 

"Helps deal with things that bother me." 

"Like what?" Steven questioned. 

Alice tried to find a way to explain what he wrote without sounding like a loser. "Like, about not having any 
friends, never having anything to do after school but sit alone and listen to music, about my fears, about my 


mom, about my loneliness..." 
y 


He stopped and watched Steven's expression He watched Alice explaining himself curiously. "So now that you 
have a friend, what will you write about?" 


Hoping he hadn't upset his new friend, Alice simply said, "I'm not sure. Maybe I'll write about the things we do 
together." 


"Is taking a walk and hanging out in your room worth writing about?" Steven asked, placing the journal back on 


the shelf. 

"| think so. I'm having a good time." 

Steven looked at Alice, then took a seat on his bed. "So am |." 

Alice took a seat on the floor, which was clean since he'd vacuumed it the day before. He'd tried to make his 
room look cleaner since he knew he was going to have a quest. They looked through Alice's small record 
collection and selected one to listen to while they talked. They took off their coats and Alice tucked them in the 
top of his closet. He didn't want them to be left on the floor and he figured his guest felt the same way. 


| wish my floor was more comfortable," Alice said as he stood and stretched, rubbing his back. 


"You can sit up here with me," he suggested. Alice was a stickler for having personal space, but when he sat 


next to Steven it was not uncomfortable. 
"Sorry my bed is so small," he said quietly, knowing he could speak that way and still be heard. 


"Don't worry about it. | didn't even have a bed until | moved here with my aunt. | normally slept on the couch 


when | lived with my parents," he admitted. 

Alice and Steven exchanged a knowing smile and, in the silence, allowed their gaze to linger. Alice thought the 
other boy's eyes were so beautiful, blue like his own, but clearer somehow, like wells of pure water. A smile 
was present in them, one that the rest of his face hesitated to show. Alice broke the stare first and kicked 
off his shoes, crossing his legs in front of him and leaning back against the wall. Steven stayed in the same 
spot but turned to face Alice. The longer they stared, the more comfortable Steven looked, and the more 
curious Alice became. A question was burning inside him, and he gathered all of his courage to ask it. 


"Steven, who were you protecting when you got kicked out of your last school for fighting?" 


A long, awkward pause filled the air. The boy rubbed his hands back and forth nervously but looked directly at 
Alice when he answered. "My boyfriend" 


Alice stopped breathing for a moment and all was silent. The air around him seemed to be screaming but 
Steven was not affected. He simply sat still and waited for Alice to react. He chose his next words and facial 


expressions carefully so as not to offend. "So, you're gay?" 


‘| like who | like," Steven answered, not unkindly. "But I've never dated a girl, if that answers your question’ 


There was another long pause, and Alice could think of no further questions. "Is that okay?" 
‘Its fine with me," Alice said. "I've just never known anyone who was, or at least that would admit to it.” 


"Please don't tell anyone,” Steven said, more of a request than a plea. "| don't want anyone else to know. | know 


there isn't much school left, but I'd rather no one found out. Its caused me enough trouble." 


Alice nodded, wanting to change the subject to make his friend more comfortable. "Would 
you like something to drink?" 


"Sure, tharks," Steven said, his smile showing that he felt okay with telling Alice his secret. 

Alice got up from the bed and got two glasses of water, upset that he had nothing else to offer. He reentered 
the room and handed the cups to Steven before closing and locking the door again. He took the same seat he 
had before. His friend took off his shoes and crossed his legs and the other end of the bed, so that they were 
facing each other. 

"So how about you, Alice?" he asked. 

Alice was confused. "What do you mean?" 


"Do you like girls or guys?" Steven asked unassumingly as he looked at the cup of water and then took a drink. 


He wasn't sure how to answer the question, choosing again to be honest even though it embarrassed him. "I've 


never dated anyone before." 


His words came out in one giant burst and a little louder than he'd meant it to be. He hoped it went without 
saying that Steven wouldn't tell anyone. Steven let out a stifled laugh, but Alice saw and heard no 
condescension. "There's nothing wrong with that. I've only dated two people and both of them were in the last 


year." 


He immediately felt better and, before he could catch himself, he asked a question his mind should have kept 


secret. "What does it feel like to kiss someone?" 


"Want me to show you?" Steven asked without skipping a beat. Alice looked up in complete shock before Steven 
added, "Just kidding." Alice breathed a sigh of relief while the other explained. "It feels..l don't know..soft, warm... 


its tough to explain. You're a writer, you could probably explain it much better than | could" 


"IIl let you know when it happens," Alice said and they two shared a laugh. He was grateful the tension was 
broken. He couldn't help but wonder if Steven liked him. Maybe that was why he asked him about his sexuality. 
They talked for quite a while about different things, and Alice let his friend do most of the talking. Alice stared 
into his eyes, hoping his smile didn't give him away. Something was blossoming in Alice's chest. It was soft and 
warm, much like the kiss Steven described, but the exact word for how he felt at the moment escaped him. 


Perhaps one day Alice could tell him how he felt, but for the time being, Steven's smile fed his heart and soul. 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 
Alice and Steven watch the storm before Steven goes home. 


They talked for hours about music and school, choosing to stick to the positive things about each subject. 
Daylight slowly disappeared and Alice lit a few candles. Their conversation dwindled and he was left looking more 
at his friend than speaking with him. While his own face was still quite smooth, he could tell that Steven could 
grow a full beard if he wanted to. Somehow it was easier to see in the dim lighting how the hair on Steven's 
face was slowly becoming visible. Alice liked it, he wished he could see him with facial hair. He imagined it, black 
or possibly dark brown, lining the perfect curve of his jaw. Steven yawned and began to talk, his speak slurred 
by sleepiness. 


"| guess I'd better go home, it's getting late." 


Alice, unaware that he was much too comfortable while leaning onto the wall, answered, "Okay, that's cool. I'll 


walk you out" 


Steven scooted to the edge of the bed and put his shoes back on. He stood and stretched, for a moment 
revealing his stomach and the trail of hair that connected it to his groin Alice felt a shiver go through him. 
Something about it was warm and strangely comfortable. He noticed Alice looking but said nothing. Alice knew 
Steven must have really gone out on a limb, feeling that he could trust him enough to tell him such a big 
secret. He had never been entrusted with such information before and knew he would make good on his 


promise not to tell anyone. 


They walked through the house with Steven in the lead. He allowed Alice to unlatch the backdoor and open it 
for him. They had been so engrossed in their conversation that they didn't hear the storm outside. Perhaps 
the music had drowned it out as well. They stepped beneath the awning and watched as clouds swirled around 
in the sky and lightening lit up the ground below in short bursts. Both seemed hypnotized. 

"You doing anything tomorrow?" Alice asked without taking his eyes from the sky. 

"Nope." 

"Want to come over and hang out again?" 


"Sure, sounds good," Steven answered and smiled at him. 


"Yeah, it does," Alice agreed. Their eyes locked for a few seconds. There was a quiet stillness for a few 
seconds, a break in the thunder in which Steven decided to tell Alice something. 


"You know what we are, Alice?" 
Alice shook his head. 
"The calm in the storm." 


Alice smiled and his heart raced. The wind kicked up and blew his hair across his face. For a moment he was 
blind, but soon felt a warm hand on his cheek. Steven moved the hair away and was grinning at him. His hand 
lingered, holding Alice's hair back. The eyes of both boys were filled with questions, and Steven asked over the 
sound of the wind, "Is this okay?" 


Alice felt that his heart might beat out of his chest or that he would faint, but he nodded just the same. 


Steven took a step closer; he was less than a foot away from Alice's face. 


"Is this okay?" he asked again Once more, Alice nodded, taking in every detail of Steven's face. The distant 
lightning illuminated Steven's face every few seconds and made his eyes go from blue to an indescribable color 
that was far more beautiful. Steven's other hand cupped the back of Alice's head and he pulled him closer, 
allowing their lips to touch in one slow, explosive moment. Every hair on Alice's body stood on end as Steven's 
mouth touched his own, and he felt that the honor of bestowing his first kiss had been delayed for so long 
only so it would go to his new friend. Neither made an effort to pull away or deepen the kiss for about ten 
seconds. Thunder rolled all around them and it sounded as through lightening struck someplace nearby, but 
neither even jumped. 


Their parting seemed mutual and both were breathless. The cool wind was refreshing to Alice. It cooled the 
heat that had rushed into his face. He barely noticed that it was yet winter and he wore no coat, that there 
was a puddle outside the backdoor and he was standing in it wearing only socks or that Steven walked home 
through the rain rather than running. Alice watched him until he unlocked the door to his own home and then 
looked to smile at him, a new kind of smile that Alice hadn't seen before. It was accompanied by a wave and a 
hesitant step inside. Alice remained in the doorway and watched as lights flickered on, presumably as Steven 
was making his way to his room. When the last light went out, Alice leaned back in the doorway. The rain 
stopped a moment later and he couldn't help but laugh. For the first time since childhood, he was truly happy. 


His socks and jeans were almost completely soaked and he went inside and took them off. All that remained 
were his shirt and underwear. It was cold in the house, colder now that Steven had left. Alice hoped that he 
was in his room, under a pile of blankets, getting warmer by the second. Alice stood on his bed and looked out 
the window at Steven's house again. It was still dark. He stepped down onto the carpet again and rubbed his 


arms. His blankets were not thick enough to get him warm in a hurry. 


A thought strayed lazily through his mind: Steven had forgotten his jacket. It was still in the top of Alice's 
closet. Alice got it down and looked at it thoughtfully. The leather was soft beneath his fingers. Knowing he was 
alone, Alice pulled the jacket into his face and smelled it. He'd noticed Steven's wonderful smell earlier in the 


evening and was delighted to have access to it again. It was sweet, but not feminine. Alice wondered if Steven 


wore cologne or just naturally smelled amazing. Either way, he hoped to find out tomorrow. He carefully put 
the jacket on and then understood why Steven liked it so much: it was warm and soft, not to mention 
extremely comfortable. Alice laid in bed with it on and decided in his tired haze to write about everything that 
had happened that evening. He opened his notebook and stared at the page for twenty minutes before closing 


the book For once, he was at a complete loss for words. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 
A tiny bit of adult content here, but nothing too bad p 


Alice was up early the next morning, which was unusual for him. After staying up late on Friday he typically 
slept in until noon or later, but the time on his alarm clock said it was 8:30am. Alice blinked a few times, 
refusing to believe the clock was accurate. He felt rested as if he'd slept longer but the position of the sun 
outside his window indicated that it was, in fact, still early morning. He stretched and, upon feeling the blankets 
that encompassed him not moving, looked down quickly only to see that he was still wearing Steven's jacket. He 
looked down a moment in disbelief, then smiled as he remembered his reason for having it. Steven had stayed 
over until it was quite late and, upon leaving, had kissed him. Alice opened his eyes, forcing them open for a 
moment to consider whether or not the kiss had happened. His lips tingled as he thought, and a gentle swirl 
began to spin inside his stomach. Alice unzipped the jacket and removed it, folding it up and placing it under his 
head. He pulled the covers around him and moved his bare feet against one another - it was something he did 
that was comforting to him. Typically he only did it when he was trying to stay awake when he was falling 


asleep. 
But today, Alice sought a different kind of comfort; one that could only be given by another person. 


Alice couldn't deny that there was a certain kind of feeling you got that came about only when you touched 
someone or they touched you. He rolled over onto his stomach, only to find that something was in the way. 
Alice had an erection. His body reacting that way was normal in the morning, but this time it was different. 
Everytime he thought about Steven he could feel a dull throb that was rapidly nearing painful - but he 
couldn't stop thinking about the him or the kiss they had exchanged the night before. This kiss was so sweet 
and chaiste that Alice wondered how it could ever lead to something as intense and passionate as sex. There 
were a lot of things about sex that still mystified him but he'd never had the drive to ask anyone about it. His 
mother never spoke of it and he always hoped that his father would come back and talk to him about it, but 
that seemed unlikely at this point. Other than hearing about it at school, he wondered how other people found 
out about it before they actually did it. 


The one thing his mother did make abundantly clear to him at a young age was that touching himself or 
encouraging his body to react this way was wrong. No, "dirty" was the actual word she had used. He always 
wondered how a person's body could be dirty unless they needed a shower. People were born naked neither 
they or their parents could help that. Alice often woke up in this state, completely unprovoked most of the 
time. He did tend to feel a little ashamed after having dirty dreams though, but he did his best to remember 
he couldn't help those either. Alice stretched his body, arching his back. His legs stretched over the edge of 
the bed and, for a moment, he allowed them to hang there. He yawned and eventually pulled his entire body 
back into the bed and under the covers with a shiver. If he were clothed he wouldn't have been so cold, but 


he wanted to remain in his state of undress just a little while longer. He wanted to get up and make breakfast. 


In order to do that though, he needed to go to the store and buy some food to cook. He sighed quietly and got 
up, his growling stomach overtaking his will to rest. He walked to the bathroom unsteadily, reaching for the 
walls to keep his balance. 


The bathroom was filthy and had been for years. He tried to clean it on occasion, but it never did much good. 
The tiles in the floor were cracked and the grout was brown and black. Miscellanious clothes seemed to be 
glued into the corners of the room and two of his mother's bras hung from the doorknob. There was a thin 
layer of hair covering the floor and the mirror on the back of the door was always smudged. Alice wet a few 


pieces of toilet paper. He wiped the mirror a few times and looked at himself. 


Strange how Alice always saw himself differently than how he really looked. He couldn't quite say how he looked 
in his mind, but what he saw was just.different. He closed the door to the bathroom and looked at himself 
from head to toe. His hair was dirty and stringy, but he would remedy that momentarily. His eyes were small, 
but he liked their color. His chest and arms were small and skinny, but it beat looking like a jock any day. Alice 
had developed distaste for anyone who looked that way because in his mind, they were and would always be 
"the enemy." His eyes moved further to his underwear, the only stitch of clothing he had on. There was still a 
bulge present and it still ached, but that was another thing that would soon be remedied. Alice figured that, 
even if the act itself was dirty, it would be less dirty in the shower. He had failed gym class for refusing to 
undress and shower in front of the other boys, but Alice's mother had went to the school and raised Hell over 
it and they had made an arrangement to change him to a passing grade. Though he was extremely 
embarrassed by his mother yelling and raving in the office at the school, it was the only time in the last few 


years that he felt she really cared about him. Her words still echoed through his mind: 


"No son of mine is going to get in trouble for not wanting to shower in front of other boys! | didn't raise a 


faggot!" 


The smile of remembrance on his face was quickly wiped away. The stare he exchanged with his reflection was 
one of horror and his erection soon dwindled. What if his mother knew about the kiss? She wouldn't know, of 
course; she was not home and could not have seen it. It was night and storming and no one else would have 
seen it either, not that anyone would have told her regardless. Then why the fear? why this nagging feeling in 
the pit of his stomach? He wasn't sure, but tried to dismiss it. No one saw and no one else was there. It was 


only he and Steven Soon, the fear he felt went away and his neighbor's name washed over his heart. 
Steven. 
Steven Furnier. 


Alice's shy smile returned and he looked away from the mirror. He's never noticed before how much he liked 
his own smile. He took off his underwear and moved the shower curtain. He turned on the water just as hot at 
he could stand it and got in. The water felt great on his skin. He turned his back to the water and tilted his 
head backward, soaking his hair. His eyes were closed and his mind began to wander once more to the kiss. He 
imagined that Steven was in the shower with him, stroking his face and kissing his neck. Alice took his cock in 


his hand, fully erect and begging for release. As badly as Alice wanted to relish the feeling and take his time, 


he pumped rapidly and shuddered as his orgasm overtook him within a few minutes. He instantly felt much 
better. He couldn't wait for Steven to get there. His mouth tingled and he longed for another kiss. He used the 
rest of the hot water getting cleaned up and, upon exiting the shower, knew that it was going to be a good day. 


Chapter Eight 


Author's Notes: 
The second of the two chapters | wrote today. Enjoy! 


Alice got dressed and, upon noticing that it was unseasonably warm out, opted for a lightweight jacket rather 
than his trenchcoat. He wore a long-sleeve shirt beneath the jacket and felt very comfortable as he exited the 
house. He took some of the emergency money that his mother left in a jar on top of the refrigerator and 
headed to the corner store. The tiny grocery section had everything he needed for the morning's meal and for 
lunch later. He got a box of pancake mix and a bottle of syrup to go with it, milk, eqgs, orange juice, butter, 
bread, and two cans of soda. Upon walking to the counter to pay, something in the clearance bin caught his 
eye. There was a package of candles, the long kind that one would typically see in an expensive restaurant. 
Halloween was months ago, and Alice figured these must have been left in the storage room by mistake or 
something. There were even a few plastic candle holders in the shape of skulls, ghosts and candy corn. The 
prices were discounted so much that Alice picked up all of them and took them to the counter. It wasn't until 


he left the store and was walking back home that he realized that it would make a perfect gift for Steven 
He felt a smile growing on his face and he had a longer stride in his step as he walked. He would have run 
home but for the groceries that burdened his arms. He crossed the soggy yard and sat the bags of food 
down on the rotten deck while he opened the back door. 


"Need some help?" a familiar voice asked. Alice turned to see Steven standing a few feet away, a sleepy smile 


on his face. He felt his own face lighting up as well. 


"Sure," he answered and the boys walked inside together. They took the food out of the bags and sat them on 
the counter beside the stove. As he put the drinks in the fridge, he wondered, "Did you sleep well?" 


"Not too bad, just up early is all," Alice replied, rubbing his eyes as he got out a large skillet. 

"| left my coat here, didn't |?" Steven asked, yawning. Alice nodded. "Mind if | go get it? I'm kind of cold” 

"Go right ahead, it's in my room." 

Steven walked away and Alice quickly hid the last unopened bag, hoping to save his present for Steven for later 
in the day. He took a bowl, pancake mix, milk and eggs and began mixing them together. Alice thought he was a 
good cook, even if he only made simple food. Steven reentered the room with his coat on and took a seat at 


the table. He crossed his arms and leaned into them. He sighed heavily. 


‘lm not used to sleeping in my new room yet." 


"| can understand that," Alice told him. "Want some pancakes?" 

"Absolutely," Steven said as enthusiastically as his tired voice would allow. "Need any help?" 

"| think I've got it” 

"Good, l'm a terrible cook." 

Alice laughed. "How many do you want?" 

"Three for now." 

Alice cooked for the two of them, allowing Steven to rest as he did so. When the food was finished, Alice got 
plates and silverware for them and sat down. Steven ate hungrily. It was no wonder because they hadn't really 
eaten anything the night before. Alice thought they tasted particularly good as well and had taken three big 
bites before he realized he hadn't poured them anything to drink. "Do you want milk or orange juice?" he asked. 
Steven considered the question as he chewed. "Would it be a problem to have a little of both?" 


"Nope," Alice said and presented him with two glasses. Alice himself opted only for the juice. "Do you like it?" 


Steven could only nod. He was eating quickly, making Alice feel very proud of his cooking. They ate for a while 
before Steven asked Alice a question that he seemed almost hesitant about. 


"Alice, are you..okay with what happened last night?" 


Alice looked up to see how uncomfortable his friend looked. His hands had a death grip on the knife and fork, 
and the skin around his eyes was tight. 


"Um, yeah, why?" 


The tension in Steven's face melted and his shoulders relaxed. He began cutting his pancakes again and said, "| 


was worried that | messed up." 
He watched Steven take a bite and asked, "What do you mean?" 


| was worried that you didn't like me or just wanted to be friends," he answered honestly. "| was afraid that 


you would change your mind and be mad about it today. After all, you never told me if you were gay." 


Alice was taken aback by Steven's last statement and pondered it a moment before answering. "I don't guess | 


ever really thought about it. | never really liked anyone before. Even so, | probably wouldn't have told them." 


"Do you think you would have ever told me that you liked me if | hadn't kissed you?" 


Alice blushed, thinking about the kiss and how openly they were about to discuss it. "I don't know. | would have 


wanted to." 


"Well, just let me go ahead and tell you this: you don't ever have to be embarrassed to tell me anything. 
Whatever you're feeling, just be honest. | won't think you're weird." 


Alice didn't know what else to say. He wanted to kiss Steven again, but he was busy chewing. Again, he didn't 
seem to understand the impact of his words. Steven was incredibly well-spoken but never seemed to realize it. 
His words had pierced Alice's heart. He finished his juice and put the glass and plate into the sink. Steven soon 
finished his food and Alice thought it might have been the right time to give him the gift he'd purchased 


earlier. 


'|.have something I'd like to give you," Alice stammered. He wanted to look down at the floor but fought to 


keep his gaze on the other man 
Steven looked pleasantly surprised. He took his dishes to the sink as well and asked, "Really?" 
"Yeah," he answered bashfully. | saw it at the store this morning." 


Steven stood beside the sink and watched Alice as he got the bag he'd hidden under the table earlier. He set 
the candleholders on the table one by one and finally pulled out the package of candles. Steven's smile lit up as 
he took a few steps toward the table. He picked up each item, looking at it with wonder. "These are great," he 
said, his voice full of wonder and thoughtfulness. "But | must insist you keep one." 


"Um, okay. Which one?" 


"Keep this one," Steven said, picking up the holder that was in the shape of a candy corn. He took out an orange 


candle and handed it to Alice. 
"Why this one, don't you like candy corn?" Alice joked, knowing that most people didn't enjoy the treat. 


"Because it's sweet.like you," Steven said, placing his hand on the side of Alice's face and bringing him into 
another kiss. The kiss was not quite as long as the first one but it was just as tender. "Thank you." 


He then pulled Alice into a hug and the two were still for quite some time. The hug felt as if it enlarged Alice's 
heart and filled it simultaneously. He felt like his chest was expanding to hold it. Alice dared to pull Steven a bit 
tighter and was rewarded when Steven did the same. The affection was completely mutual and nothing in 
Alice's life had ever felt more fulfilling. He wanted to keep that moment forever. He wished he had been able to 
film Steven's smile so that he could play it over and over when he was lonely. After a few minutes he became 
drunk on Steven's smell and addicted to his touch. He wasn't used to being shown affection but knew instantly 
that he liked it and wanted it as much as he could get it. After they parted, they stood next to each other 
and stared at the candles on the table. He kissed Alice's forehead and Alice leaned his head onto Steven's 


shoulder. 


"Seriously though, | really do like them. Thanks again’ 


Alice picked up his candle and holder and the two headed to his room. He sat it on the shelf next to the 
others, thinking that it looked good there. He turned to Steven and asked, "What would you like to do today?" 
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"That's a good question," Steven answered, drawing a hand to his face in thought. He stroked his short facial 
hair, mesmerizing Alice and making him wish that he had one himself. "You said there isn't anything fun to do 
in this town, right?" 

"Not really." 

"Hmmm," Steven mused. "Where do you go to buy records?" 


"The mall, but that's the next town over and it's a long walk." 


Steven nodded. "| bet my aunt could give us a ride, she's off from work today." 
Alice's heart leapt for joy. "Think so?" 


"Yeah," he agreed. "She's cool like that. She was just glad I'd made a new friend." 
"Me too," Alice said playfully. 
Steven grinned shyly. "Ready to go?" 


"Yeah," he said, reluctant to tell his friend that he only had a few dollars to spend and in reality needed to 
save it. Suddenly, a very important though went through his mind. "I need to do the dishes first, though.” 


"tll help you." 

The two went into the kitchen and Alice ran water into the sink. He washed and Steven dried everything used 
to create the morring's breakfast, everything was put away quickly and painstaking care was taken to make 
sure Alice would not be locked out of his house. As they walked across Steven's yard, he made an observation 
"You might not forget your keys so much if you kept them on a clip." 

The thought had never occurred to Alice. Upon entering Steven's house, he found himself in a state of shock. 


The kitchen was completely clean and smelled like fresh paint. The linoleum under his feet was white and free 


of dirt. A bowl of apples was on the table, just like something out of a painting. Everywhere he looked, all was 


organized and tidy, something Alice had never seen in his home. The air was thick with the scent of coffee. 


Steven placed his keys on the table. 
‘lm just gonna go upstairs and put my jacket away, I'll be back down in a second" 


Alice watched Steven round the corner, still amazed at the state of the house. He heard Steven ascend the 


steps to his room just as his aunt rounded the corner. 


"Oh!" she yelped, clutching her chest. "Sorry, Alice. Steven didn't tell me you were down here." She poured 
herself a cup of coffee and yawned loudly. "Sorry, I'm not too ladylike in the morning. Coffee?" 


Alice had never had coffee but knew he liked the smell and decided to give it a try. "Yeah, thanks." 


Cass poured him a cup and set it on the counter. She made small talk with him while they waited for Steven 


to return She spooned sugar into her cup lazily. "How long have you lived here?" 
"All my life." 

"In the same house?" 

"Yep," he said, picking up the cup. 

"Any good places to eat around here?" 


"Not really," Alice admitted with a shrug. "The diner where my mom works is about the only place | eat. | cook 
most of the time." 


"Ha," she laughed, not unkindly. "I wish you would teach Steven how to cook. He can't even make toast without 
burning it" 

Alice smiled. It wasn't often people were so friendly and nice to him. Cass didn't look like Steven and actually 
looked old enough to be his grandmother, but she didn't act or speak like one; she was very personable and 
funny, and Alice liked her almost instantly. He answered a few more of her questions about the town before 


Steven reappeared. 


"Took you long enough," she said. Steven said nothing back, only helped himself to a cup of coffee. Alice thought 


that he must have been used to her odd sense of humor. 
"Drinking it black?" Steven asked, motioning to Alice's cup. 
"| guess," he answered, choosing to be agreeable rather than sound ignorant. 


"Here, have a little cream and sugar, itll help," Cass said, swirling the ingredients into the cup before he could 


protest. He slowly brought the cup to his lips and took a sip. It tasted bitterer than he thought it would but 


he liked it. Perhaps it was an acquired taste. Nevertheless he drank it slowly as Steven spoke with his aunt. 
"Would you mind giving us a ride to the mall?" 

She looked confused. "ls there a mall here, Alice?" 

‘Its the next town over, about half an hour away," he said. 

She drank the rest of her coffee, nodding. "Sure, I'd like to check it out myself. Just let me get a shower first" 
She left the room and the boys finished their drinks. "Want to see my room?" Steven asked. 


Alice agreed and they ascended the stairs to the second story. Again, Alice was in awe. All of the furniture in 
Steven's room was new and his bed must have been at least a queen size. He had a big dresser complete with 
a huge mirror and his open closet revealed that he had more than three times the clothes Alice had. Just as 


Alice began to feel the slightest of jealous pangs, Steven cleared up the situation 


‘lm using this room while my cousin is away at college. When he comes back I'll probably sleep on the couch 


for a while," he said, laughter in his voice. 


Knowing that these things were not really Steven's made Alice even sadder. He must have owned even less 
than Alice. Still, at least his friend had a nice place to stay for a while. The boys heard the shower in the 
bathroom starting to run and exchanged a silent grin. Steven kept his gaze on Alice as he walked over and sat 
on the edge of the bed. The other boy followed timidly. He sat next to Steven so that their legs touched and 
placed his hand in his. Steven massaged Alice's hand with his thumb a few times and moved the hair from 


Alice's face with the other. This time, Alice leaned in first. 


Steven's lips met his with equal vigor, soft and sweet like before only more passionate. Alice felt the arousal 
he had purged himself of that morning quickly returning, straining through the front of his pants. He was glad 
he didn't have to hide it from Steven, he knew the other boy understood and could only hope that he was 
flattered. Steven placed one hand on Alice's back and the other behind his head, deepening the kiss by parting 
his lips. Alice's erection immediately throbbed uncontrollably and ached for another release. Steven tasted like 
coffee and his skin smelled of cologne. The kiss lingered slowly for several minutes when Alice felt them 
beginning to move. Steven was slowly reclining them both back on the bed. Alice easily found comfort in atop 
the quilts, allowing his body to rest as he wrapped his arms around Steven and tangled his hand in his hair. 
Steven moaned into Alice's mouth before carefully dipping his tongue inside. The moment Alice felt Steven's 
tongue touch his he drew a deep breath, abandoning any thoughts he might have had of the polite way to kiss 
someone. Going purely on instinct, he slid his tongue along Steven's and causing him to temporarily lose control 
as well. The boys kissed wildly for a few minutes, stopping only when they heard the water in the bathroom 
stop. They both froze, opening their eyes and looking at each other. As aroused as they both were, neither 
could help but laugh a little. 


Though neither said a word about it, there was one thing they both knew. They might have gotten in trouble if 
Steven's aunt had found them together in bed (and kissing no less,) but other than intimacy, there was simply 
no better feeling than getting away with doing something you knew you shouldn't be doing. Their actions felt 
natural to them, but they knew if they got caught kissing in bed that she wouldn't be happy with them. Steven 
figured he would probably get in the same amount of trouble if he was caught with a girl but didn't say 
anything. The two stood, smiles still adorning their faces as they adjusted to hide their mutual arousal. Alice 
hoped one day he could see and touch it, and he hoped Steven would be happy to oblige. 


They waited in the kitchen for Cass and piled into the car soon after. Alice gave directions and listened as Cass 
talked, though he couldn't have remembered what she said to save his life. Steven held his hand all the way to 


the mall, and Alice felt like he was floating on a cloud. 
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Thirty minutes passed and, as Cass found a parking space, Alice couldn't decide if it had passed fast or slow. 
His hand had been kept warm by Steven's the whole way there. Every time Alice had touched Steven he had 
been warm, a sensation he enjoyed; he was always cold The two had exchanged no words, only cleverly 


concealed smiles. They got out and Cass told them her plan. 


| know you guys are going to want to look at different things than | do, so let's meet in the food court for 


lunch in say, three hours? This mall does have a food court, right?" 
Alice nodded. 


"Okay, see you guys then; don't cause any trouble," she added before walking away, keeping her eyes on Steven 
during the last part of the statement. After her serious statement was made, she smiled at both of them and 
walked away. Steven's blue eyes showed how truly happy he was as they walked side by side into the large 
building. They were almost like pools of water when they were out in sunlight - they reminded Alice of the 
pool he had when he was a kid - his most precious memory and possession He had a fleeting thought of 
swimming with Steven on a warm summer day, but it quickly vanished. They walked into the store with Alice 


leading the way, going the opposite direction of Steven's aunt. 

Steven took a moment to check out his surroundings after they entered the building. The ceilings were high 
and their footsteps echoed loudly. The mall was not busy, which was very unusual for a Saturday; the 
unseasonably warm weather probably meant everyone was outside. Whatever the reason, something about 
their outing made Alice felt like they were on a date and he wanted to cherish the time they spent there. 
"What stores do you like here?" Steven asked. 


"There's a cool poster shop on the other side of the mall, but on this side there are a few clothing shops," 


Alice answered. 

"Where is the record shop?" 

"Kind of in the middle, by the food court" 
"Can we go there first?" 


"Sure." 


Alice once again lead them, only staying a half step ahead so they could look at each other when they talked. 
The rest of the shoppers seemed to be staring at them. Alice was used to it and Steven seemed to pay it no 
mind, so neither were terribly effected. Something about being looked at like an insect had still had a sting to 
it, but neither paid mind. Alice wondered how much people would stare if they held hands while walking. The 
thought amused him, and he was questioned about the source of the grin he bore. 

"What are you smiling about?" 

Alice blushed a little, his pale skin instantly red. "Nothing." 


Steven laughed. "Come on, tell me." 


Alice blushed further and kept pausing as he explained. "I was.,just thinking..how people would stare at us if 
we..held hands walking through the mall." 


Steven's laughed died but his smile remained. He looked away for a moment, deep in thought if only for a 


second. "| wish we could. I'm not ashamed of you, but no one else would understand." 

Alice nodded at his friend's quiet words, knowing how true they were. He chose not to dwell on it, and the two 
walked to the record shop in silence. Steven looked at the stores around him. He walked a little slower as they 
passed a tuxedo rental shop before stopping. 

"That would look nice on you," Steven said, pointing. 

"What would?" Alice asked, unsure of what he was pointing to. 

"That hat." 

Alice looked closer. "That black top hat?" 


"Yeah," Steven said. "You'd look so..cool if you wore it. If | had the money I'd buy it for you." 


Alice looked at Steven who was still contently looking at the hat. "Can you imagine either of us ever wearing a 
suit?" 


Steven shook his head, finally looking away and following Alice once more. They made their way to the middle of 
the large mall, Steven still observing each of the stores around them. Steven pointed at a lingerie store. "Have 
you ever been in there?" 


Alice looked where Steven was pointing and chuckled. "No! That's a store for ladies." 


Steven shrugged, grinning. "Doesn't have to be." 


"What are you talking about?" 


"| saw a show on TV the other night about men who dress like women. I'm not talking about dresses or skirt, 


but stuff like that." 

Alice knew he should have been repulsed, but found himself more and more curious. "What channel was it on?" 
"| don't remember, it was really late." 

"Did they..look like ladies?" 


"Not really," Steven said, shaking his head. "They were really hairy. They had on make-up but it didn't make 
them look any better." He paused a moment before asking a carefully worded question. "Would you ever do 


something like that?" 


"No," Alice answered a little too quickly. He wasn't sure he would ever feel comfortable dressing like a woman 
but commented, "Well, maybe a little make-up would be okay. The black stuff women put around their eyes 
might be okay." 


"Eye-liner?" 
"Yeah, that. It might be tough to get off though." 
"Yeah," Steven agreed. 


When they finally reached the record store, Steven was in complete awe. The store itself was not very big but 
it held thousands of records. Signs hung from the ceiling in sections to tell shoppers where to find the genre 
they were looking for. They hypnotically headed for the section that said ROCK. They both scanned through the 
albums for over an hour, having more fun talking about the different ones they liked and owned than anything 


else they had done previously. Well, except for kissing. 


They left the record store, unable to decide what they wanted and not making and purchases. They walked to 
the other side of the mall to the poster store. The front had mostly novelty items: lighters, key chains, joke 
gifts and silly shirts. The posters were all in the back of the shop, which was lit with a black light. Alice always 
liked how dark that part of the store was. He felt like it was a secret cave. That was also the place where 
they sold candles he liked but was rarely able to afford Many of the posters they sold were fluorescent and 
looked amazing in black light, strange images of mushrooms, fairies and trolls. They flipped through the 
posters, stopping on the images of musicians. There were posters of scantily clad women but Steven skipped 


over them, barely giving them a look. 


After looking for several minutes, Alice noticed something. "We're the only two people in this store." 


Steven looked around, nodding in agreement. "I think you're right" 


Alice took a few steps toward the front, confirming that no one was there. He didn't even see anyone by the 
cash register. They exchanged a glance and headed behind a shop display where they promptly fell into each 
others arms. A few quick, heated kisses were given and Alice seemed to almost hear his heartbeat in the 
quietness of the shop. He felt Steven's heart beating equally hard against his chest. There was something 
exciting about being out where people could see them, though they both knew they would be equally horrified 
for anyone to see them. Alice gently rubbed Steven's back, nuzzling his face into Steven's neck and taking in his 
wonderful scent. Steven's fingers lightly brushed against the ends of Alice's hair, causing him to shiver. Alice 
could feel his arousal building rapidly, this time knowing that Steven's closeness would cause him to feel it. A 
sound at the front of the store caused them to instantly part and go back to looking at posters, not that it 
slowed Alice's arousal in the least. He felt his erection continuing, feeling the tightness in his pants increasing 
by the second. From the corner of his eye he watched Steven adjusting, making it less obvious how turned on 


he was. 

They were headed to the exit when Steven said, "Hang on, | wanna get something.’ 

Alice stayed by the entrance of the store, continuing to look through the lighters while Steven made his 
purchase. He was still so delirious from the kiss that he didn't even notice how quickly the employee came out 
of the back and rang him up. 

"Where to next?" Steven asked. 

"Anywhere you like.” 

The boys continued around the mall in a circle, conversing about nothing in particular when they saw an 
unwelcome face. Alice stopped and tried to turn around but only ended up running into Steven. Alice lost his 
footing for a moment but Steven held him up. He hadn't seen the person Alice had. 

"Are you okay?" Steven said, continuing to hold the shoulders of the other. 

"Yeah, let's just -" 

"Hey fags," Rick called. "What's up?" 

"Just ignore him, keep walking," Steven whispered to a panicked Alice. 

They walked past Rick without even looking him in the eye. They passed on either side of him. Rick extended his 
arms and pushed them both, knocking Steven into a wall and Alice onto the floor. Steven regained his balance 
and rushed Rick, grabbing him by his collar but unable to shove him hard enough to knock him down. Alice was 
still on the floor when he saw Rick draw a fist back to strike Steven Steven was faster, landing a punch to 


Rick's jaw. The bully hit the floor with a thud, scrambling to get up when a security guard came running 
toward them. He was an older man; black pants, white shirt and a face that meant business. "What's going on 


here? Who started this?" 
"He did," Steven said calmly between rapid, shallow breaths. "He pushed me and my friend. 


The guard was clearly not in the mood to question Rick or Alice and simply told Rick to get out. Rick tried to 
protest, angry insisting to the guard that Steven had punched him. "If you hadn't pushed him he wouldn't have 


hit you. If you don't leave I'll call your parents to come and get you." 


Rick kept his hand on the side of his face, mouth open and ready for protest but never spoke. Steven helped 
Alice up as Rick stomped down the hall to the exit, flinging the exit door open with both hands and shouting, 
"YOU'RE DEAD!" 


Steven placed a protective hand on Alice's back and asked, "Are you okay?" 
"Yeah, I'm fine," he said, hoping to forget about the incident as soon as possible. 


The guard spoke to Steven directly before turning and walking away. "| saw what happened, son, so | believe 
you. I've kicked him out of here on more than one occasion. Just stay away from that kid, he's nothing but 


trouble." 


Alice looked behind him and saw a few people looking, but thankfully Steven's aunt was not one of them. "Let's 
go hang out in the food court. We can talk there without being bothered. | doubt anyone else will bother us 
there." 


Steven said nothing, clearly still a bit shaken 


"Can | buy you a drink?" Alice asked, hoping his gesture would take Steven's mind off of what had just 
happened. 


"Sure," he eventually replied. "Sounds great. 


They walked to the Food Court and Steven found a seat while Alice bought the drink he'd promised. Steven 
selected a table back in a corner. The light above it was broken, making it seem like they were separate from 


the rest of the patrons. 


"Thanks," Steven said, taking the drink from Alice with a hand that was still shaking a little. He sipped his drink 
for a few minutes, nervously pondering a question. Finally, he lifted his gaze from the table to Alice's blue 


eyes. "Alice..will you be my boyfriend?" 


Bolts of pure shock ran through every vein in Alice's body. He was overwhelmed with happiness as he 
wholeheartedly agreed. Steven took another sip of his drink and grinned. It was the happiest Alice had seen 
Steven since they met, and he wanted to do everything in his power to help him stay that way. 
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Steven's aunt met up with the boys and after having lunch the three agreed they were ready to go home. 
They were much quieter on the way back, tired from walking so much. Cass opted to listen to the radio 
instead of talking. Mostly old top 40 hits were playing, broken up only by the occasion commercial or DJ 
announcement. Alice was grateful that Cass had not noticed the fresh blood on Steven's knuckles. When he saw 


it (after the arrival of his aunt,) he did his best to keep his hand under the table. 


Alice gripped Steven's fingers carefully, hoping they didn't hurt too much. They arrived home late that 
afternoon and Steven went to Alice's house again. Knowing his mother wouldn't be home, Alice knew he could 


once again enjoy uninterrupted time with his new boyfriend. 

Boyfriend. 

The word itself was making his heart flutter. He had never had a girlfriend before, which made his new 
relationship with Steven even better. As Alice took the keys from his pocket to open the backdoor, Steven 
stopped him. 

"Hold on, | have something for you." 

After the fight Alice had completely forgotten to ask Steven about the purchase he'd made in the poster shop. 
Much to his delight, it was a gift for him. Steven took the folded bag from his pocket and removed a small, 
black clip. "This is for your keys, so you won't lose them. May |?" 


Alice nodded, handing over the keys. Steven hooked them onto the clip. 


"If you clip these here," Steven continued, pointing to one of Alice's belt loops. "And if you stretch the keys 


over into your pocket you won't lose them and they won't jingle all day." 

Alice was sincerely touched by Steven's gift. As simple as it was, it was something he needed. He moved 
forward to give Steven a kiss, but the other boy's hand on his shoulder held him back. "My aunt is in the 
yard, she might see." 


Alice knew Steven was right to stop him but felt his heart sink a little nonetheless. They walked inside and 


went straight to Alice's room. The door was ceremoniously locked and the two embraced. 


| missed holding you," Steven admitted. "That was the longest car ride of my life. l'm glad we're back now." 


"Me too," Alice whispered, even though they were alone. "I have a feeling it's going to be hard for us to keep 
this a secret." 


It is at first, but after a while it gets better," Steven told him. "But there are still times its difficult not to 


let on, especially when you look as good as you do today." 


Steven closed the gap between them and kissed Alice passionately. Every ounce of emotion he'd suppressed all 
day was poured into the kiss, making Alice's knees weak and his arousal prominent once more. Alice's moan 
filled Steven's mouth and he found himself courageous enough to return the kiss just as fully. It felt good, 
being touched and desired. Alice wondered how long it would take Steven to get tired of kissing him. Perhaps he 
would tire first of Alice's eagerness for the attention None of that really mattered now so he pushed the 
thoughts from his mind. Alice felt himself being backed up against his bedroom door, the intensity of the 
moment quickly heating up. 

Steven's hands wandered to the gap between Alice's bottom and the door, and he pulled him close. He felt his 
cock go rigid a moment after it touched Stever's. Their jeans did little to hide their arousal, both being of 
considerate endowment. The pace of their kissing increased and soon they were grinding on one another, fast 
and hard. Minutes passed before Steven pulled away, unbuttoning the front of Alice's pants and putting his 
hand inside. His hand was on the outside of Alice's underwear when he suddenly felt uncomfortable. The 
strange feeling overtook Alice and he quickly put his hand on Steven's wrist. The only words that came out of 


Alice's mouth were, "Too fast." 


Steven focused on Alice's face. He suddenly felt foolish for saying what he said and wondered if he'd made 
Steven feel bad. Both were panting and looking into each other's eyes. 


‘lm sorry, | didn't mean.” 
"No, it's okay. | just..got.." 
| wasn't going to hurt you," Steven reassured him. Alice knew he was telling the truth. 


"I know," Alice said, knowing from Steven's tender look that he wasn't upset but chose to explain anyway. "No 


one has ever..." 
“Touched you?" 
Alice hesitated a moment before nodding. 


Steven nodded back. "| understand." 


He took a step back and allowed Alice a few feet of personal space. Alice pushed away from the door and sat 


down on his tiny bed. Steven sat next to him a moment later but didn't touch him. There was an awkward 


silence that Alice was eager to break. He thought it might be fun to find out a bit more about Steven 
"When is your birthday?" 

"Why?" 

"Just curious." 

"July [2th, when is yours?" 

"February 4th," Alice answered, quickly trying to think of another question. "Hold old are you?" 

18" 


Alice shuffled his feet on the floor, asking what he immediately thought was a ridiculous question. "Do you like 
it?" 


Steven smiled. "I love it." 


The two shared a brief laugh and Steven put his arm around Alice, kissing his forehead. "Really, | am sorry if | 
scared you. I'd never hurt you. Anytime you want to take things further, just make the first move and I'll 
follow." 


Alice felt immediately at ease and nuzzled into Steven's shoulder. Steven folder his other arm and enveloped 


Alice in a comforting embrace. He once again noticed the blood on his boyfriend's knuckles. 
"We should probably clean the blood from your hand. Your aunt is bound to notice that when you go home." 


"Yeah, you're right," Steven said, starting to get up from the bed. Alice placed a hand on his arm, keeping him 


in place. He did not want Steven to see how disgusting the bathroom was. 
"lll get the stuff, just wait here." 


Alice walked to the bathroom and quickly wet a clean cloth with warm water. He opened the cabinet under the 
sink to get band-aids when something caught his eye. Something they talked about at the mall was sitting right 
in front of him. He'd seen the bag there for most of his life and it had gone unused for years. He wondered if 
Steven meant what he said at the mall earlier. Steven did tell him to make the first move, so Alice decided to 


be bold and experience something new. 


Without another thought, Alice grabbed the bag and headed back. He placed the items on his bed and carefully 
scrubbed the blood from Steven's hand. Without it, the skin there was mostly red and a bit of it was missing. 
He placed a band-aid over the wound. Pleased with his efforts, he pulled the hand to his face and kissed it 
tenderly. 


"What's in the bag?" 
"Something we talked about at the mall," he answered, opening the bag to reveal its contents. 
Steven furrowed his brow for a moment before smiling. "Is this your mom's?" 


"Yeah, but she hasn't worn it in years. l'm sure she won't even notice it's gone," Alice said. He began pulling the 


items out of the bag: eyeliner, blush, foundation powder, lipstick. 
Without the slightest look in his eye of hesitation, Steven asked, "You want to put it on me?" 
Alice shrugged. "If you want." 


Steven nodded and Alice picked up the foundation. It was in a compact with a small mirror. He experimentally 
tapped the pad into the powder and began patting it onto Steven's face. A small white spot was made, caked 
and unnatural-looking. Alice flinched at his error and tried to wipe the powder around to even it out. He 
remembered taking an art class a few semesters ago and the way he was taught to put color on canvas. The 
spot was smoothed out soon enough and he got more powder. Steven's breathing pattern slowed. He must have 
enjoyed the sensation of the soft pad. Alice's mother hadn't used very much of the powder so the pad was 


relatively new. Soon, Steven's entire face was covered. 


"Okay, open your eyes," Alice said. Steven opened his eyes and smiled, even though he couldn't see what he 
looked like. Alice nodded in approval. "Other than it getting stuck in your beard, it looks nice. | like it” 


Steven laughed. "This next," he said, handing him the eyeliner. 


Alice pulled off the cap. "Close your eyes," he said and tried to keep his hand steady. He traced as closely to 
his eyes as he could. Steven blinked almost the whole time. When Alice was finished, the eyeliner was crooked 


and Steven's eyes were red and watery. Alice couldn't help but laugh. "It looks pretty bad" 


Steven also laughed. He picked up the compact and tried to smooth out the crooked lines. Mixed with his tears, 
the makeup only smudged and ended up looking much worse. Soon, they were both laughing so hard that 
neither noticed the blush falling from the bed and spilling onto the floor. 


"Me next," Alice said. 


Steven shook his head, still clutching his chest from laughter. "I'd just mess it up. See if you can use the 


mirror and do it yourself" 


Alice did his best, but his makeup just ended up looking like Steven's. Still, something about it felt right. He liked 


how he and Steven looked, even if they could never leave the house wearing it. 


"Now, if only we had some fishnets, we'd be in business!" Steven said, making their laughter erupt again Alice 


wasn't sure if he was kidding or not, but at that very moment he loved Steven so much he didn’t care. 


Chapter Twelve 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy <3 


Alice and Steven talked and laughed late into the night, stopping often to kiss and find more comfortable ways 
to lie together. The bed was so tiny that it was difficult to stay comfortable for long, not that either of them 
complained. It was four in the morning before Steven decided he'd better go home and get some rest. Knowing 
Cass had likely went to sleep long ago, Alice walked Steven home. A long, slow kiss was exchanged before Steven 
went inside, slowly rubbing his tired eyes and telling Alice he would see him tomorrow. Alice waited until he 
heard the door lock and walked back home, thankful that no one was around to see the bulging erection that 
seemed to impede his ability to walk. 


Alice was so happy he thought his heart would burst. There were so many ‘firsts' with Steven that it was 
nearly dizzying. Steven gave him his first kiss, was the first person to stand up for him, was the first person 
to desire him in such a mature manner, and seemingly a hundred other things. Each emotion was so new that 


Alice felt like a different person. 


He went in the house and latched the door, walking back to his room as if he was already asleep. He collapsed 
into his bed, not caring that he was fully-clothed, beginning to dream only a moment later. He dreamt that he 
was walking down a path, completely naked, without any shame. No one else was around and the sun did not 
seem to burn his porcelain skin. A light breeze blew through his hair and across his skin, yet he did not shiver. 
It was quiet save for the sound of the wind moving the trees. Alice walked straight down the path in front of 
him, the dirt under his feet soft and cool. A very quiet sound was enough to stop him. He turned to face the 
sound, seeing nothing at first but then spying a tiny movement on one of the branches. He walked up to the 
movement curiously, feeling no fear. Stopping only a few inches away from the object, he was able to see what 
it was: a butterfly coming out of a cocoon Alice watched as the insect slowly exited its hiding place and 
spreading its wings for the first time. Alice's vision blurred as he watched the creature, realizing after a while 
that he was crying. He tried to blink the tears away but they came too fast. Nothing about him felt sad but 
he didn't question his actions. After a while he couldn't see from the tears and he began to rub his face. Only 
after he stopped crying did he notice that his hands were covered with black streaks. He quickly realized it was 


only eye makeup. 


Just as quickly as Alice was asleep he was up again. It was still dark of night but he found himself strangely 
awake. Alice got up and stripped, keeping only his underwear on and walked to the bathroom. Relieving himself, 
he suddenly felt ashamed. He wanted to transform too but didn't know how. He wanted to be away from home, 
unafraid of the bully that tormented him and free to be with Steven without shame or fear. He wondered if 
there was a way to do everything he wanted - to be happy and still accepted and loved. He knew Steven would 
still care for him, but would his mother allow him to live there if she found out? Would he be able to find a 


job if the whole town knew his secret? 


As much as Alice wanted to contemplate these things and find the answers to everything in his life, his mind 
simply would not cooperate. Perhaps he could ask Steven about it later. For now, he really needed to rest. It 


was not do to be tired on Sunday, the last day of the weekend he could spend with his boyfriend. 


Without much more effort, Alice was asleep again. He and Steven spent most of the next day walking around 
town, talking about this and that. Alice thought about asking Steven about the thing that plagued him but 
decided to wait. It was too beautiful outside to talk about such troubling things. When they were certain no one 
was looking, they would sneak a kiss or hold hands. In the evening, Cass invited Alice over for dinner and he 
quickly obliged, even zealously offering to help with the dishes afterward. Though she never said anything to 
him about it, Alice wondered if Cass felt sorry for him. She told him he was welcome to come over for dinner 
anytime and could do homework with Steven, adding that he could probably use the help. Steven rolled his eyes 
but laughed just the same. When Cass turned her back, Steven and Alice smiled at one another. For Alice, part 
of the shell was breaking away. It was like he was gaining a family, even if there was no blood relation. He didn't 
care. All he knew was that his happiness was blossoming further. 


As Alice waited for Steven outside of his fifth period class, a sign caught his attention. Written on a piece of 
neon poster board was a four-letter word that Alice felt unsure about. He wondered if Steven had seen it yet 
and how he would feel when he did. Almost entranced by the word and its bright colors, Alice didn't even 


notice that Steven had exited the room and was standing next to him. Steven gestered to the poster. 
"Are you seriously thinking of going?" he asked as they began the trek to sixth period. 
Alice wasn't sure how to explain how he felt. "I don't know; seems like it would be fun" 


Steven shrugged. "| guess." 


Alice held his breath, trying to think of the right way to approach Steven about what he wanted to ask. He 
knew he needed to say something before the got to the classroom where people would be able to hear them. 
Every way that he tried to work it out in his mind seemed too silly or corny. The classroom was only steps 
away when Alice suddenly blurted out, "Do you want to go to Prom with me?" 


Steven stopped in the doorway, causing a fellow student to crash into him from behind. "Hey, move it!" their 


classmate said, but Steven's eyes were locked on Alice's and his focus could not be broken 


re you serious?" steven asked. Ihe look he gave Alice was unreadable. Alice wasn't sure i even was 
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excited or angry. Alice could only nod. 


Steven ran a hand through his hair and let out a quiet, nervous giggle. He avoided Alice's gaze as they walked 
to their desks. Alice's heart pounded hard in his chest as he waited for a response..any response. The bell rang 
and the teacher entered the room. Alice felt his face flushing with pure embarrassment. Of course he couldn't 


go to Prom with Steven - what had he been thinking? He put his notebooks on his desk to begin taking notes 


when Steven leaned over and whispered to him. 


"I'd love to." 


Chapter Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 
Hopefully a long chapter (that easily could have been split into two) will make up for the long time between 
updates :) Enjoy! 


Three weeks passed and Alice had become quite comfortable with his new life: school, dinner and homework 
with Steven and getting to bed after his mom had already fallen asleep. It was getting close to the end of his 
senior year of high school, and soon he and Steven would be graduating. They both maintained good grades and, 
for the most part, were staying out of trouble. No one had caught them kissing or touching, but the stares 
they often got lead Alice to believe people were deeply suspicious. Word spread around the school of the 
incident that happened with Rick at the mall but no one dared say a word about it. Steven's wish at being 


infamous had come true. 


The Friday before Prom, Alice went to the office to reserve tickets during lunch. Since Alice asked Steven to 
go, he figured it was only proper that he pay for the tickets himself. He saved some of the grocery money his 
mother gave him, an easy task since he was having dinner with Steven and Cass each evening. Soon he would 
have enough money to rent a cheap tuxedo to wear to Prom. He looked forward to going to the mall again to 
get it. Steven stayed home from school that day due to a sore throat he'd been battling for two days. Just as 
he was pondering whether to get a traditional black tux or something more colorful, Alice saw someone sitting 
in the hallway. She was sitting with her back to the wall, legs drawn up, holding her knees with her head down. 
She was sobbing quietly. Alice looked left and right, no one else was around. Normally, he would wait for 
someone else to notice those kinds of things so as not to get involved. It wasn't that he didn't want to help; 
just the opposite. Usually when people saw him trying to help they assumed he had done the harm. That day 


however, he was the only person who could help. 


He shuffled his feet a moment, hoping to hear someone else coming. There was only silence. He cleared his 


throat. "Are you okay?" 


The girl lifted her head and looked at him, wiping her tear-streaked face with the sleeve of her sweater. A 
violent shiver went down his spine. Sitting there, hair a mess and looking more wretched than he'd ever seen 
her look before was Rick's girlfriend, the girl he spent so many fun summers playing tag and swimming with. 
He'd had such trouble remembering her name when Steven asked about her, but she remembered his the 


second she saw him. 
"Hey, Alice," she whispered, her voice hoarse. 


Hearing his name on her lips sounded almost foreign. The familiar tone made him want to smile, but he stopped 


himself. Like a rush of wind, memories he vowed to kill years ago came rushing back, and with them, her name. 


"Hey, Sara," he replied calmly, leaning down to get on her level. "What's wrong?" 
‘|. mean.he..can we go somewhere and talk?" she choked, almost lapsing into a crying fit. 


“Sure, come on," he said, helping her to her feet. They walked outside and went around to the other side of the 
building where they couldn't be seen or heard. Once they got there, Sara leaned back on the building and opened 


a flood gate of emotion 


"Rick broke up with me," she started. Alice was about to question why but she cut him off by finishing her 
sentence. "Because | told him to leave you alone. He told me how mad he was that you were looking at me a 
couple of weeks ago and | told him it wasn't a big deal and we used to be friends, then when | tried to tell him 
about how we played together he kept asking mean, sarcastic questions. | told him to leave you alone but he 
wouldn't. He started doing it again this morning and | snapped on him and he broke up with me." 


Alice was astounded at the outpouring of emotion before him, each thing she told him like a bomb in a chain 
reaction. The girl he thought hated him had defended him from Rick, the worst bully he'd ever encountered. 
Alice stood in silence a bit longer before Sara finished her last thought. 


"Alice, l'm so sorry for ignoring you all these years. We were best friends and | don't know what came over 


me. 
Alice felt his heart swelling, an emotion he knew he would have to write about later in his journal. She looked 
up at him with red eyes and smoothed out her hair the best she could He wanted to smile but kept a solemn 
look on his face. "It's okay." 

"No," she shook her head. "It isn't. But please, let me make it up to you." 


"You don't...” 


| want to do something nice for you, and if we're really friends, you'll let me," she insisted, a hint of humor in 


her voice. 
Curious, Alice asked, "What are you going to do?" 


"You'll see," she said with a smile and pushed herself away from the wall. She sighed deeply. "Its so nice to talk 
to you again. What are you doing later? Maybe we can hang out." 


"lm gonna check on Steven, he's sick" 
"Is that the guy you're always hanging out with?" 


"Yeah." 


"He seems nice." 
"He's cool," Alice said "You can have lunch with us one day if you want to." 


"That sounds great," she said, her red face turning back to its tanned shade as she started to feel better. 


"Are you going to Prom?" 
"Yeah, you?" 


| was supposed to go with Rick, but now | don't have a date." Sara shrugged. "Ill probably still go, I'm class 
vice president. It might look bad if | don't." 


"You'll probably be voted Prom queen," Alice said thoughtfully. She laughed. 


Alice was delighted to hear her laughing again. She looked down at her watch. "It's almost time to go back to 


class, we'd better go." 


Alice nodded. She stepped forward and slowly put her arms around him. Alice returned the gesture with all his 
heart. Tears threatened his eyes but he blinked them back. The hug felt good. It told him that his old friend 
never really left him. The place he'd kept in his heart for her enlarged to hold her friendship once more. 


Alice walked into Steven's room later that day and found him sleeping, his hand resting on his chest, rising and 
falling slowly. He watched his sleeping boyfriend for a few minutes before quietly unzipping his backpack and 

getting out his homework. He finished all of it in about twenty minutes, just about the time he began to smell 
dinner cooking. Usually when the smell reached Steven's room it was almost finished, so he tiptoed out of the 
room and down the steps. Cass was pulling a now-cooked frozen pizza out of the over just as he entered the 


kitchen. 


"Have a seat, Alice," she chimed, putting the hot tray on the stove top and searching the drawers for the 


pizza cutter. "Is he still sleeping?" 

"Yeah, he's pretty out of it” 

"He's a very sound sleeper, that's for sure. He's got to be, living with mel" She said, letting out a loud laugh. 
Her laughter had died down by the time she set the pizza on the table between them, cut into pieces and 


steaming. Alice carefully helped himself to a few slices and poured a drink for he and Cass as they cooled. 


"I want to talk to you about something, Alice," Cass said cautiously, causing the feeling in the room to shift 
uncomfortably. "Do you know why Steven got kicked out of the last school he was attending?" 


Alice's first instinct was to freeze up but he maintained his composure. He chose to lie. "No, we never talked 


about it" 
"But you do know he was kicked out?" 
Alice kept his eyes on hers. "Yeah." 


Cass sighed heavily. He could tell it was hard for her to talk about this but he wanted to find out why she 


was asking him. "How much do you know about his parent's divorce?" 
"Not much, just that they argued a lot," Alice replied. 


Cass sipped her drink. "They were fighting about Steven getting kicked out of school, not so much because he 
was kicked out but rather why." 


Alice soon became fearful of where the conversation was going but felt glued to the chair. He found reasons 


to look away from Cass as she continued. 


"He got in a fight with another boy who was picking on his boyfriend," Cass said bluntly, keeping her eyes on 
Alice's to gauge his reaction. Alice shifted uncomfortably but said nothing. He briefly thought of running out 
the back door but quickly dismissed the idea. He kept his token silence and waiting for Cass to speak again 


"Do you know why l'm telling you this?" she asked calmly, her eyes free of the judgment he thought he'd find. 
He shook his head. "I know about your relationship, it's not hard to see. | know about the fight at the mall, too. 
The reason I'm telling you this is because you only have a short time before graduation and | want you and 


Steven to graduate." 


Alice's mind felt hazy now. He had never been able to talk to anyone about it and despite their best efforts at 
least one person knew their secret. He panicked a moment, wondering how many other people knew about them 
but hadn't said anything. Cass got up moved to the chair closer to Alice. She covered his hand in one of hers. 


"I know you care for him as much as he cares for you, but | beg you to do one thing: please, until you 
graduate, keep your affections hidden. If Steven gets into another fight, he may not be able to find another 
school to go to. And this talk | keep hearing about Prom..if you two want to go, why don't you just take two 
girls with you?" 


Alice shifted in his chair. "| um, | don't think we can..." 


lm not saying take them as dates, but if you ask two female friends to go then you can all just enjoy each 


other's company. That and no one would suspect anything." 


Alice had to hand it to her; that actually was a good idea. He and Steven could hang out all night without 
drawing attention to themselves. He would discuss the idea with Steven when he woke up and see what he 


thought about it. Alice nodded to Cass and she patted his hand, moving back to her side of the table. The pizza 


was finally cool enough to eat and he took a bite. As he chewed, Cass said she would give he and Steven a lift 


to the mall Friday to get their tuxes. 
"Do you know what kind you want to wear?" She asked. 


| thought about it, but | haven't decided. Probably just a black one," he mentioned. The supportive smile on her 


face encouraged him and the awkwardness of their earlier conversation melted away. 
"I have an idea of something that might look nice on you. I'll show you when we get there," she said. 


A moment later, Steven rounded the corner and came into the room, a blanket draped around his shoulders. He 


was still in a black shirt and pajama pants. 
"Feeling any better?" His aunt asked. 


Steven coughed and nodded, grabbing some pizza from the stovetop. The three ate in silence. Alice looked up at 
Steven and smiled. Steven returned it weakly. Cass got up, cleared away the dishes and left the room. 


"You look better than you did yesterday. Think you'll feel okay in time for Prom?" Alice asked. 

Steven nodded again. Alice stood and hugged him. He put his arms beneath the blanket and enjoyed his 
boyfriend's warmth. He wanted to kiss him but wasn't sure if it was such a good idea just yet. He wanted 
Steven to get completely better first. Instead, he kissed his forehead. They stayed locked in an embraced for a 
few minutes, Alice gently rubbing Steven's back 

"As much as | would love to arrive hand in hand at Prom, she's right, it might be best to take other people. 
And at the end of the night, we can go to your place, play a couple of records and dance together. ls that 
okay?" 


Alice couldn't help but laugh. Steven had snuck down the steps and listened to their conversation. 


‘Its nice that she cares so much about you," Alice whispered. "And after we graduate, | will never hide what | 


feel for you from anyone." 


Steven smiled. "Neither will |." 


Chapter Fourteen 


Author's Notes: 
Only one more chapter left after this one! 


Cass drove Steven and Alice to the mall Friday morning. The seniors had been given the day off to prepare for 
Prom and the boys had a full day ahead of them. After picking up their tuxes, they were going to have lunch, 
shower and change clothes, meet at Sara's house for pictures then head to the dance. Sara had agreed to go 
as Alice's date and her friend, Heather, had agreed to go with Steven. Steven and Heather had a class together 
and were already friends. Word quickly spread that Alice and Sara were a couple, though each of them politely 
said they were just going as friends. 


Graduation was only a week away but the students were far more excited about going to Prom. Alice was still 
uncertain of the surprise Sara had in store for him but couldn't wait to find out what it was. She kept 
playfully hinting at it each time she had lunch with Steven and himself, also insinuating that part of the 
surprise was for Steven too. Heather knew what it was but had been sworn to secrecy and wouldn't speak on 


the matter. 


When the guys arrived at the mall it had just opened. The tux shop was empty with the exception of five 
employees, all braced for the rush that was sure to happen later. Steven started looking through the racks of 
jackets, telling one of the employees quietly what he was hoping to find. Cass motioned for Alice to follow her 
to the other side of the shop. She clearly had her eye on a specific design and had a gleam of confidence in 
her eye that said she knew it would look great on him. He had never had an occasion to dress up before and 


planned to heed the woman's advice. 
Cass rapidly scanned the racks of coats, picked one and held it up to Alice's body. She nodded in approval. 
"What do you think?" she asked. 


Alice had to admit he was anxious to try it on but had one doubt. "I like the design but I'm not so sure about 


the color." 
"The color is the best part," she assured him. "Want to try it on?" 


He agreed and Cass got one of the workers to take his measurements and get a tux in the same design and 
color she had in mind. A few minutes later, the employee emerged from the back and lead Alice to a dressing 
room. Alice changed quickly, noticing there were lots of buttons and clasps to hold everything in place. The 
pants and shirt matched the jacket. He thought he looked great but still felt there was something missing. He 
took a deep breath and straightened his hair the best he could before stepping out into the waiting area 


He took a deep breath and asked, "What do you think?" 


"It looks great!" Cass exclaimed, running over to make a few adjustments to the jacket. "You've never looked 


better!" 


"Thanks," Alice said, feeling good but addressing his only concern. "I feel like maybe it needs something else. like 


something is missing." 

"Hmmm," Cass thought. "What do you think, Steven?" 

The other boy was in the corner of the store, getting his pants measured. Steven's eyes met Alice's and his 
brows arched in excitement. His grin was unmistakably that of a lover's. He walked over a moment later as 
Alice was checking himself out in the large mirror. 

"You look amazing," Steven whispered, his gaze hungrily on his boyfriend's form. "Was the color your idea?" 
It was your aunt's idea," Alice told him. "I would have never thought to try on a white suit” 

"I think it looks better than any of the other suits here." 

“Still, | think it needs..something." 

Steven watched him for a moment before nearly shouting, "I got it!" and dashing across the story to get the 
missing piece. He returned in a much calmer manor, clutching a white top hat. He held it out and Alice took it, 
placing it atop his head. He grinned from ear to ear, knowing that his look was now complete. He nodded in 
satisfaction 

"This is it," he said, never in his life feeling better about himself than he did at that moment. 

"I love it," Steven whispered. "I hope you like the one | picked out" 

Alice turned to him. "Let me see it!" 

An employee brought Steven's suit to the dressed room and he changed in a flash, coming out looking more 
majestic than Alice had ever dreamed was possible. The pants and shirt were a shiny black and the jacket was 
dark red, making Steven's dark hair and eyes stand out in a way that was breath-taking. Alice found himself 
unable to talk, only smiled and hoped the image would be forever burned into his brain. Steven looked in the 
mirror and asked Alice a question 


"Do you think | should wear a red tie or a black one?" 


Alice truly didn't know but said the one he thought would look best. "Black, but only if its the same material as 
your shirt." 


After a while, Alice got up and stood next to Steven. They looked at one another and themselves with complete 


approval. Truly, Alice knew, this was going to be a night to remember. 


A few hours later, Alice and Steven showered and changed into their tuxes again. Both were in good spirits and 
laughing. The turned the radio on and talked about what they expected to happen at the dance. Steven 
wondered if someone was going to spike the punch. Alice wondered if any of the music was going to be good. 


They both decided that it wasn't important as long as they were together. 


Cass was about to drive the boys to Sara's for pictures but stopped them at the door. She brought her 
camera, made a few adjustments and told them to smile. They stood side by side, hands in their pockets, 
grinning in earnest. After a few snaps, Steven put his arm around Alice. A few later, Alice returned the 
gesture. He knew she was taking these pictures for the two of them and that they could never show anyone, 
but neither cared. They were on top of the world, headed to the senior Prom in true fashion and having their 
own private after-party after the dance. 


By the time they arrived at Sara's house, the biggest and most expensive house in the town, both were nearly 
shaking with excitement. Cass waited in the car and as they stood at the door, waiting for Sara and Heather to 
finish getting ready. Steven and Alice opted to wait on the porch for the girls as it would give them a chance 
to talk. 


"| can't believe we're actually going to Prom," Alice said with genuine disbelief. He never thought he would be 
not only excited but also welcome to go to a school function He felt just as excited about graduation the 
following week and was hoping desperately to end his high school career on a high note. Things were looking up. 
"Me either, man," Steven replied, looking down at his clothes. 

Alice straightened his top hat. "I uh, just wish it was the two of us going though..you know?" 

Steven nodded, idly watching the traffic pass. "Maybe things will be different for people like us one day. Maybe 
we'll have a chance to do whatever we want and people will realize that it's okay for two people to love each 


other, even if both people are guys." 


"That would be nice but it'll probably never happen. We'll have to live the rest of our lives telling everyone 


we're ‘roommates. 
"Still, l'm glad you worked things out with Sara and you two are friends again. That's really cool. And Heather is 
a nice girl, she's my partner in crime in our Humanities class. | guess that since we have to take two girls, 


these are the best two we could have picked." 


The boys shared a laugh but their smiles were sincere. Alice was thrilled to have Sara back in his life and 


couldn't wait to hang out during the summer again. He wondered if they could find a nice pool to swim in After 
a moment, Alice remembered something his boyfriend had just said and couldn't believe he'd let the comment 


slip by. He contemplated the best way of revisiting the subject. 
"So a moment ago when you talked about two people loving each other..were you talking about us?" 


Steven looked up a moment later, shock visible in his eyes. He tried to compose himself and ended up giving a 
lame answer. "Maybe. | suppose that depends on how honest you were being when you mentioned being 


roommates the rest of our lives. Something tells me you put some thought into that." 

Alice, equally guilty as charged, was thankful when the door opened and the girls walked out on the porch. 
"We'll talk about this later," Steven quipped, the source of the smile on his face unknown to the girls. 
"You'll talk about what later?" Heather asked slyly, used to Steven's quirky humor. 

"Oh, nothing. Just something Alice said without thinking." 


Steven winked at Alice who felt himself beginning to blush. The guys took in the sight of the girls, who looked 
stunning. IT was no secret that their families had money, but in their dresses they could only be compared to 
royalty. Sara's blonde hair had been swept back into a lovely up-do, shiny and pinned in place with jeweled 
barrettes. She wore a bright pink gown covered with rhinestones across the top that cascaded down diagonally. 
Her skin was beautifully tanned. Heather wore her long brown hair down, hanging in loose flowing curls. She 


opted for a much shorter dress than Sara, which was strapless and yellow. 


"Ladies, you look lovely," Steven chimed, sincerity in his voice. Sara's mother walked out a moment later with 
her camera and took a few photos of the boys walking the girls down into the yard and finally, posed shots in 
front of the house. Cass walked out of the car, exchanging hellos with Sara's mom and talking lots of pictures 


of her own 


While Steven was getting his picture taken with Heather, a few serious shots and a few goofy ones just for 


fun, Alice leaned over and asked Sara about the surprise. 


"You picked a good time to ask It's arriving now," she said, flashing her white smile and pointing. Alice couldn't 
believe his eyes. A white limousine was pulling into the driveway. A moment later, the other pair noticed the 
ride and Steven whooped with excitement. When everyone was ready to leave, the boys helped the ladies into 


the car. Before getting in themselves, Steven leaned over and whispered to Alice. 


"I told you this would be a night to remember." 


Chapter [5 


Author's Notes: 

It took me a while to write the last few chapters but, like anyone who is working on a story they really like, 
they want to make sure the ending is perfect. Nm certainly not the best writer in the world or even on this 
site but | am very pleased with how this turned out and | think everyone will enjoy the ending. Thanks to 
everyone who read and reviewed and supported this story from start to finish. would not have been able to 


finish if it wasn\'t for you. | hope you enjoy the end of the story :) 


The ride to the rented building where Prom was being held was filled with giddy laughter and excitement. Sara 
and Heather both brought cameras and were spontaneously taking pictures the whole time, most of which 
were certain to look blurry and silly. Alice didn't care what the photos looked like. Sara and Heather promised to 
give the boys copies of all the pictures and Alice's head swam with visions of what they might look like in 
frames, hanging from the walls in his room. He wanted to remember each second of the evening so far and 
fantasized about every inch of his walls being covered in these happy memories. Heather and Steven kept 
leaning in close together and making silly faces as Heather snapped away. Alice offered to take good pictures of 
them but Heather insisted it was better that way. Her silliness mixed with Steven's was infections, keeping 
Alice and Sara entertained the entire trip. 


When they arrived at the hall they noticed that all the students were lined up outside, also taking pictures 
with each other and laughing. The limo drew everyone's attention and people stopped taking photos to see who 


was arriving. The windows were tinted and Alice could see the teens all squinting to see who was in the car. 


"Ladies, we'll be with you in a moment," Steven said with a wink and exited the car on the far side. Alice 


followed. 

The two walked around to the doors that faced the crowd of waiting students, most of whom were gasping and 
pointing. A few rude comments were overheard but most were people shocked to see that Alice and Steven 
had arrived in such a fancy, expensive car. The guys opened one of the side doors, helping their dates out. 
That was when the real comments started, people no longer even trying to hide what they were thinking. 

"No way!" 

"| can't believe..." 

"thought they were.” 


"didn't know Alice was going out with.." 


" thought Steven was with...” 


"trying to be..." 
"look ridiculous..." 


"wouldn't be caught dead with..." 


"looks so pretty." 


Alice took Sara's arm, hoping that would keep her steady in her tall shoes. She seemed to have no problem 
walking in them, almost walking faster and leading Alice instead of the other way around. A group of her 
friends were standing near the door, the expressions on their faces contorted with confusion. None of them 
asked her to take pictures with them. Even when she tried to talk to them they were unresponsive, looking at 
Alice like he was a leper. The same thing happened to Heather when she approached the group with Steven. 
Going to the dance with the outcast boys made the girls outcasts themselves. 


Alice led his date past the entrance and into the hall. A DJ booth was set up off to one side and photos were 
being taken of each couple as they entered. The smile on Sara's face had faded a bit so he made a suggestion 


that he hoped would make things better. 
"Lets go get our picture made, we can order some next week." 


Sara's smile brightened. "Okay, I'm sure my mom will want some. | don't know if | can say the same for those 
fickle bitches," she added, looking back outside at people she thought were her friends. 


"Don't worry about them," Steven chimed in. "They are stupid and not worth your time. You're going to have a 
great time with us tonight. Hey look, | think someone's trying to spike the punch." 


Steven pointed to the punch bowl where two very shady-looking students were looking around nervously. One 
appeared to be the lookout while the other was reaching inside his jacket for something. Sure enough, the 
lookout went and stood in front of the bowl while the other poured the alcohol inside. 


"Now that's what I'm talking about!" Heather exclaimed loudly. 

Sara shushed her and whispered, "Stop it! Someone is going to notice and then we won't get any!" 

"Sorry!" Heather whispered back loudly. 

They waited behind five other couples, each posing for the camera as they were instructed. Sara turned to 
Alice, smoothing the front of her pink dress and asking him if her lip gloss looked okay. He said that it did. 
Heather also gave herself a once-over and Steven nodded in approval. Alice gave a long look to his boyfriend as 


the girls were making sure they looked their best for the photos. He thought they both looked great but that 
his boyfriend looked incredible. Something about the red jacket made Steven's dark hair really stand out and his 


eyes sparkle. Steven smiled back at Alice, making his heart beat faster and his cock stiffen. He wondered what 
would happen after the dance when they got back to his place. 


The other couples finished getting their photos made and Alice and Sara made their way onto the little photo 
set. It was sort of corny, the kind of thing you saw at cheap studios everywhere with a little arch 
interweaved with fake flowers, a badly painted background with a sky and stars. They walked across the carpet 
and the photographer directed them on how to stand. 

"Okay, I'll need the lady on this side. Turn your foot a little bit this way, okay good. Son, turn toward the lady 
that way. Yes. Now put your arm around her waist and hold her other hand. Both of you stand up straight and 


smile. Three, two, one...” 

The shudder clicked and they blinked and rubbed their eyes. 

"That flash was so bright," Sara commented as they walked away. 

"Next couple, please," the photographer called. 

The photographer gave Steven and Heather similar instructions. Alice watched as his boyfriend whispered 
something to his date as the photographer was speaking and a sly smile crossed his face. Alice loved that 
wicked grin, which always meant Steven was about to do something naughty. The photographer counted down 
and, at the last second, the couple both kicked back one leg and tilted their heads back dramatically. The man 
taking the picture seemed momentarily stunned but only shook his head, calling for the next couple. They 
laughed at their silly prank before joining Alice and Sara again 

"lm getting some punch, care to join me?" Heather asked Sara and extended her arm. 

"Don't mind if | do," Sara left Alice and took her friend's arm and the two walked speedily to the punch bowl. 


"That's going to be a great picture," Alice said, smiling at his boyfriend. "I want one if you order pictures.” 


"We'll at least order a small package; her parents will want one and I'm sure my aunt will too. | want one of 


you guys." 
Alice nodded. "| wish we could have a picture like that together." 


"That's exactly what | was thinking when | was up there. | decided that if | couldn't have a picture with you 
that I'd take a funy one. | thought that would be better than a serious one, you know?" 


"Yeah," Alice agreed. 


"You look amazing," Steven said after a minute. "H's hard to take my eyes off of you." 


Alice had wanted to kiss Steven all day but hadn't had much of a chance. The eyes of both of them sparkled 
with excitement. They might never have an opportunity to dress up like this again. Chances to be formal were 


few in life. Even if they were years older and still together, they could never have a legal wedding ceremony. 


Steven touched the small of Alice's back and led him forward. 


"Let's go get some punch," Steven suggested. Alice had never had a drink with alcohol in it before but decided 
that a cupful wouldn't hurt. He instinctively thought he might not even like it. The girls had already chugged a 
cup each and were getting a second. They must have been used to partying. It seemed that the rich kids in the 
school always had access to alcohol somehow. Steven poured a cup for himself and handed another to Alice. 
The girls were standing a few feet away, talking to one of the guys who spiked the punch. Steven clicked his 


plastic cup on Alice's and quietly made a comment. 
"Here's to us." 


Alice blushed and tipped his glass. The two drank, keeping their eyes on each other and watching as their faces 
scrunched at the bitter taste. 


"Ugh, | don't like it," Alice said. 
"Me either," Steven agreed. "This punch must have already tasted bad and spiking it did not help." 


Even so, the boys finished their drinks and threw the cups away. They walked around and looked at the other 
students, watching them laugh and talk. A few people were on the floor dancing to a fast-paced hip-hop song 
that neither of them recognized. As undesirable as Prom had been so far, Alice couldn't stop smiling. Something 
about the night had a special electricity he had never felt before. There was just something about looking good, 
feeling good and being with his boyfriend in front of everyone in his class, even if they couldn't show any 
outward affection. They slowly circled the crowd. Everyone else was really excited too. In the darkness that 
surrounded the dance floor, no one turned to criticize them there. A few people even nodded and smiled to 


them, which the pair returned graciously. 


Steven and Alice knew that Prom would not be a soul-altering, life-changing event but both were equally glad 
they attended. After a while they agreed to look for their dates to see if they were having a good time. It 
took a while as the crowd thickened but they eventually saw Sara and Heather sitting with a few friends, 
laughing and talking. These were not the same girls from earlier and smiled as they saw the boys approaching. 


One whispered something to Sara who immediately got up and took Alice's arm. 
"She wants to take our picture," Sara explained. 


She and Alice hugged and smiled just before the flash went off. Sara led Alice to the girl and introduced him as 
not just her date, but her best friend. 


"Best friend?" the girl asked curiously. "How come you never invited him to hang out with us before?" 


"Well," Sara said thoughtfully. "| guess | forgot just how good of a friend he was." 


Alice smiled, very touched by his friend's words. He turned, hoping Steven had heard what Sara had said but 
he was busy getting more goofy pictures taken with Heather. He rolled his eyes and grinned. He had a feeling 
that a silly picture of those two would wind up in the yearbook 


A moment later, the DJ announced that he was about to play a slow song and for all couples to report to the 
dance floor. As the students began to flood the tiny dance area, Alice turned to Sara and asked her to dance. 
She happily complied. They took their place and slowly began to turn in circles. Alice recognized the song when 
it started playing. It was Faithfully by Journey. There was something special about this song to the young man, 
who could never quite put his finger on what he liked about it. He didn't normally like slow music, or Journey 
for that matter; but this song was different. Alice held Sara's hand as they turned, his hand on her bare back. 


The music seemed to be moving them more than their feet. 


Sara smiled at Alice and whispered, "Thank you so much for being my date, it would have sucked to be here 
alone." She leaned in and kissed his cheek and quickly added, "I'm really glad we're friends again, Alice." 


His heart swelled in time with the music, bigger with each and every beat. She really was a sweet girl. He 
hoped he could tell her about Steven one day and how much he cared for him. Something told him she may 
have already known but hadn't said anything. He brought her in for a hug. As he listened to the beautiful song, 
he felt like he was hearing it for the first time. Its meaning was clear but his understanding of the attraction 
to the song was revealed to him as his eyes scanned the crowded dance floor for his boyfriend. The song was 
special because it was written with real emotion Songs like that were written with the heart, not with the 


mind. 

As he looked through the crowd, it seemed that everyone else was feeling the same thing. The other students 
all looked very content, dancing slowly, smiling and kissing. He felt a connection to everyone in the room at that 
very moment. They all danced slowly until the song ended and the couples slowly broke apart and walked away. 
The mood in the room shifted. Alice eventually saw Steven, who had been close by. They met up and sat on a 
couch on the other side of the room. The girls said they would meet up with them again in a bit. 

I'm really having a good time," Steven admitted "Heather's a good dancer and | love that song." 

"Me too," Alice said, rubbing his hands together. "I just wish I'd gotten to dance with you instead” 

"Yeah, | know," Steven agreed. He paused a moment and added something. "I have a surprise for you.” 
Surprised, Alice turned to see what it was. 


"Its for later." 


‘Oh. Can you at least tell me what it is?" Alice asked with excitement. 


"No, you have to wait. But | promise it will be worth it." 


* 


The rest of the dance went quite well. By the end of the night, countless pictures had been taken and Steven 
and Alice made friends with a few of their date's friends. Everyone left happy and tired, feet sore from new 
and rented shoes. The limo dropped Steven and Alice off at Alice's empty house and they thanked the girls 
again for a wonderful evening. After the limo drove away, the boys held hands and walked around to the back 
door of the house. 


"Can | use your phone? | want to let me aunt know we're hanging out for a while," Steven said. 


"Sure," Alice said and pointed to one Steven could use. He went in his room and removed his top hat and shoes, 
settling on the edge of the bed His legs hurt and sitting somehow made the ache more noticeable. He rubbed 
them, listening as Steven spoke on the phone very quietly. A moment later he came into the room and locked 
the door, kicking off his shoes as well and sat down. He took Alice's hand in his and leaned in for a kiss. Alice 
wasn't ready for how aggressive the kiss was and toppled over, Steven falling on top of him. They laughed but 
continued kissing, Steven's tongue caressing the inside of Alice's mouth. Alice allowed his hands to wander the 
other boy's slender frame, under his red jacket and pulling up his shirt. He didn't really know what he was 
doing, just went by pure instinct and let his emotions lead the way. Steven compensated by doing the same to 
Alice. A moment later, Steven stopped and looked at the clock. Confused, Alice questioned his actions. 


"Its almost time." 

"Time for what?" 

"Your surprise." 

Alice looked at the clock. "It's going to happen at a certain time?" 
"Yes, two minutes from now. But first | want to tell you something." 


Steven helped Alice to his feet. Steven cupped his boyfriend's face gently with one hand, the other on Alice's 


neck. 


"I love you," Steven said simply, smiled and kissed Alice again. He pulled him into the most genuine, earnest 


embrace he could give. 


"| love you too, Steven," Alice said, emotion in his voice. There was a look in Steven's eyes at that moment that 


Alice knew he would never forget as long as he lived..sparkling and beautiful, overwhelmed by emotion 


"May | have this dance?" Steven asked and reached to Alice's radio, and switching it on. The DJ's voice was on, 


talking about the song that had just played and announcing the one that was about to come on 


"We have a special request going out from a young man named Steven. He is dedicating this song to Alice. Here 


it is: ‘Faithfully’ by Journey.” 


Alice gasped and Steven smirked. He hadn't called his aunt at all; he had called the radio station to make a 
request. 


"I saw how much this song meant to you at the dance. | know we couldn't dance together there but we can 


now," Steven whispered as the opening notes of the song played. 


Alice leaned in and kissed his wonderful boyfriend, allowing his emotions to wash over him. His fingers 
intertwined in his dark hair, his excitement building but never letting the kiss get too fast. It was slow, 
deliberate and controlled. After the song, Alice knew that his hormones would likely overtake him and they 
would wind up rolling around in bed together shirtless, but for the time being he was content to have a 


completely romantic moment. 
The music swelled and they grasped hands, turning in a small circle and locking eyes. Steven was humming the 
music quietly. Alice loved the sound of his voice and decided to chime in, singing the last chorus with every bit 


of the love that was in his heart. 


"I'm forever yours..faithfully.” 


